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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 

Taa preifHt volume aims to repment, as far as the iimits of 
I space otloui, the chief dramatists of Spain, France, and Germany. 
To the plays included here should be added the "Faust" and 
"Egmont" of Cotthe, printed in another volume of this i 
These eight works, along with (he specimens of the Etisabtthan 
and Modern English Draina given I'li the Harvard Classics, in- 
dicate the high-water tnark of dramatic production in modern 
times, and afford a basis for comparison xvith the maslerpiei 
of the drama of antiquity as represented in the volume of "Nin 
Creek Dramas.'' 



% Madrid, January 17, 
■t the Jesuit College i 



I Pedro Calderon de la Barca was bom i 
t6oo, of good family. He toas educated a 

Madrid and at the University of Salamanca; and a doubtful 
tradition says that he began to write plays al the age of thirteen. 
His literary activity was interrupted for ten years, /62i-i6s3, by 
military service in Italy a'td the Low Countries, and again for a 
year or more in Catalonia. In 1637 he became a Knight of the 
Order of Santiago, and in 1651 he entered the priesthood, rising 
to the dignity of Superior of the Brotherhood of San Pedro in 
Madrid. He held i-arious offices in the court of Philip IV, who 
rewarded his services with pensions, and had his plays produced 
with great splendor. He died May 5, 16S1. 

At the time when Calderon began to compose for the stage, the 
Spanish drama was at its height. Lope de Vega, the most prolifie 
and. with Calderon, the greatest, of Spanish dramatists, was still 
alive; and by his applause gave tncouragement to the beginner 
tuhote fame was to rival his own. The national type of drama 
which Lope had established was maintained in its essential char- 
acteristics by Calderon. and he produced abundant specimens 
of all its varieties. Of regular plays he has left a hundred and 
twenty; of "Autos Sacramentales," the peculiar Spanish allegori- 
cal development of the medieval mystery, we have seventy-three; 
besides a considerable number of forces. 
The dominant motkres in Catderon's dramas are eharacleristi- 
i tally national: fervid loyally to Church and King, and a sense of 
\ ho»or heightened almost to the point of the fantastic. Though 
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INTRODUCTION 

hit piayt art laid in a great varUly of sctnes and ages, the stnti- 
ment and the eharaelers remain ttstntiaily Spanish; and lAu 
intfHsely local quaiily has frobably lessened the vogue of Cal- 
dtron in other covntries. In ike construction and conduct of hit 
flats he showed great skill, yet the ingenuity expended in the 
management of Iht story did not restrain the fiery emotion and 
ofultnt imagination tehich mark hii finest speeches and i7Wf|_ 
thtin a lyric quality wlneh some critics regard as his greatetti 
dislinttion. ■ 

Of all Calderon's works, "Life is a Dream" may bt regarded 
as tht most Mniversal in its theme. It seeks to teach a lesion that 
may bt learned from tltt philosophers and religious thinkers of 
maty ages — that the world of our senses is a mere shadow, and 
that Ikt only reality is to be found in the invisible and eternal. 
The story whi^h forms its basis is Oriental in origin, and in the 
form of the legend of "Barlaam and Josaphal" was familiar in 
eti the literatures of the Middle Ages. Combined with this in 
tkt plot it the tale of Abou Hassan from Ikt "Arabian Nights," 
tht Wiain siluetioHS in which are turned to fareieal purposti in 
the Imduetion to tht Shakespearean "Taming of the Shrew." But 
wilk Catderon the theme is lifted ollogelher out of the atmos- 
fkere of comedy, and is worked up with poetic stnUmttHl and a 
toiuk of mysticism into a symbolic drama of profound and uui- 
Vlttol philosophical significance. 



LIFE IS A DREAM 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 

BAStuo . . King of Poland. 

SEGlauuND . . his Son. 1 

ASTOLra , . hit Nephta. \ 

ESTBSLLA . . hit HitCt. ) 

Clotaldo . . a General in Basilio't Stroict, 

RosAitRA . .a Muscovite Lady, 



Tkt Stent of iht liril and third Acli lies on the Potith 
frontier: of the ticenit Aei, in WartiKB. 



Enter firjl from the topmost rock Rosavba, as from 

horseback, in man's attire; and, after her, Fife' 
I Rosaitra 

THERE, four-footed Fury, blast- 
engender'd brute, without the wit 
Of brute, or mouth to match the bit 
Of man — art satisfied at last? 
Who, when thandcr roll'd aloof, 

<A* Uti* nnioD of Calir^^a't 4rsmt >k not tar tclIoE, * highu and 

. , . . ™« »? -^"^Sei^ ssceot m IhelBil. — ■ ■ 
s i.iM"dra 

wiib ilrang, rapid, and {^ctanttqiw 



krpt hjr liu KQiintls wba eiucdcd tbeW lUtsyriuoncr, together 



t befsre Ibcm. 




Tow'rd the spheres of fire your e 
Pricking, and the granite kicking 
Into lightning wilh your hoof, 
Among the tem pes i -shatter d crags 
Shattering your luckless rider 
Back into the tempest passd? 
There then lie to starve and die, 
Or find another Phaeton 
Mad-raettled as yourself; for I, 
Wearied, worried, and for-done, 
Alone will down the mountain try. 
That knits his browc against the sun. 
Fife (as to hu mtiU). There, thou n 

Long-ear'd lightning, tail'd tonmdo. 
Griffin- hoof-in bnrrtcano. — 
(I might iwear till I were almost 
Hoane with roaring Asonante) 
Who for«ooth because our betters 
Would begin to kick and fling — 
You forthwith your noble mind 
Must prove, and kick me off behind, 
Tow'rd the very centre whither 
Gravity was most inclined. 
There where you hare made your bed 
In it lie; for, wet or dry. 
Let what will for me betide you. 
Burning, blowing, freezing, hailing; 
Famine waMe you; devil ride you: 
Tempest baste you black and blue: — 

(To Rosaara.) There! I think In downr^bt 
railing 
I can hold my own with you. 

Ros. Ah, my good Fife, whose merry loyal pipe. 
Come weal, come woe, 'n never out of tune — 
What, you in the same plight too? 

Fife. Ay; 

And madam — sir — hereby desire. 
When you your own adventures sing 
Another time in lolty rhyme. 




LIFE IS A DREAH 

You don't forget the trusty squire 
Who went with you Don-quixoting. 

Ros. Well, my good fellow — to leave Pegasus 
Who scarce can serve us than our horses worse— 
They say no one should rob another of 
The single satisfaction he has left 
Of singing his own sorrows; one so great, 
So says some great philosopher, that trouble 
Were worth encount'ring only for the sake 
Of weeping over — what perhaps you know 
Some poet calls the 'luxury of woe.' 

Fife, Had I the poet or philosopher 
In the place of her that kick'd me off t» ride, 
I'd test his theory upon his hide. 
But no bones broken, madam — sir, I mean? — 

Ros. A scratch here that a handkerchief will heal— 
And you? — 

Fife. A scratch in quiddity, or kind: 

But not in ' quo ' — my wounds are all behind. 
But, as you say, to slop this strain. 
Which, somehow, once one's in the vein. 
Comes clattering after — there again I — 
What are we twain — deuce take't ! — we two, 
I mean, to do— drench'd through and through— 
Oh, I shall choke of rhymes, which I believe 
Are all that wc shall have to live on here. 

Ros. What, is our victual gone too? — 

Fife. Ay, that brute 

Has carried all we had away with her, 
Oothing, and cate, and all. 

Ros. And now the sun, 

Our only friend and guide, about to sink 
Under the stage of earth. 

Fife. And enter Night, 

With Capa y Espada — and — pray heaven 1 — 
With but her lanthom also. 

Ros. Ah, I doubt 

ToTiighi, if any, with a dark one — or 
Almost burnt out after a month" 
I well or ill, on horseback o 
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Some human dwelling, sorely — 
Or think you but & n>ck torn from the roclcs 
In some conTulsion like today's, and pcrch'd 
Qtiainlly among them in mock-masonry? 

Fife. Most likely that. 1 doubt. 

Ros. No. no — for lookl 

A square of darkness opening in tt — 

Fife. Oh, 

I don't half like such openings ! — 

Ro6- Uke the loom 

Of night from which she spins her outer gloom — 

Fife. Lord, Madam, pray forbear this tragic vein 
In such a time and place — 

Ros. And now again 

Within that square of darkness, look ! a light 
That feels its way with hesitating pulse. 
As v-e do, through the darkness that it drives 
To blacken into deeper night beyond. 

Fife. !n which could we follow that light's example. 
As might some English Bardotph with his nose. 
We might defy the sunset — Hark, a chain! 

Ros. And now a lamp, a lamp 1 And now the hand 
That carries it. 

Fife. Oh, Lord! that dreadful chain I 

Ros. And now the bearer of the lamp; indeed 
As strange as any in Arabian tale. 
So giant-like, and terrible, and grand, 
Spile of the skin he's wrapt in. 

Fife. Why. 'tis his own: 

Oh, 'tis some wild man of the woods ; I've heard 
They build and carry torclies — 

R03. Never Ape 

Bore such a brow before the heavens as that — 
Chain'd as you aay tool— 

Fife. Oh. that dreadful chain! 

Ros. And now he sets the lamp down by his side. 
And with one band clench'd in bis tangled hair 
And with a sigh as if his heart would break — 

iDuring thu SEcisuuNb has entered from the 
fortreu, with a larch. 
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LIFE IS A DREAM 1 

>JD. Once more the storm has roar'd itseW 
away. 
Splitting the crags of God as it retires; 
But sparing still what it should only blast. 
This guilty piece of human handiwork. 
And all that are within it. Oh. how oft. 
How oft, within or here abroad, have I 
Waited, and in the whisper o£ niy heart 
Pray'd for the slanting hand of heaven to strike 
The blow myself I dared not, out of fear 
Of that Hereafter, worse, they say, than here. 
Plunged headlting in, but, till dismissal waited, 
To wipe at last all sorrow from men's eyes. 
And make this heavy dispensation clear. 
Thus have I borne til! now, and still endure, 
CrotKhtng in sullen impotence day by day, 
TBI some such out-burst of the elements 
Like this rouses the sleeping fire within; 
And standing thus upon the threshold of 
Another night about to close the door 
Upon one wretched day to open it 
On one yet wretcheder because one more ; — 
Once more, you savage heavens, I ask of you — 
I. looking up to those relentless eyes 
That, now the greater lamp is gone below, 
Begin to muster in the listening skies; 
In all the shining circuits you have gone 
About this theatre of human woe. 
What greater sorrow have you gazed upon 
Than down this narrow chink you witness still ; 
And which, did you yourselves not fore-devise. 
You registered for others to fulfil! 

Fife. This is some I^aurcate at a birthday ode; 
No wonder we went rhyming. 

Ros. Hush ! And now 

See, starting to his feet, he strides about 
Far « his tether 'd steps — 



Sec. 



And if the chain 



You help'd to rivet round me di'l contract 
Since guiltless infancy from guilt in act; 
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Of what in Kspiratkn or in dMcght 

Guilty, but hi resentment of tbe wrong 

That wreaks revenge on wrong I never wrooglil 

By cxcomnwmicariow from tlie free 

Inlientance that all created life. 

Beside mj- self, is bora to — from tbc wings 

Tliat range jonr own iouDcasarabte btnc, 

Down to the poor, omt^ scate-iinfnson*d things. 

That yet are free to waiider, glide, aad pass 

Abont that under-sapphire, whereinio 

YottTKhres transfusing you yourselves englais! 

Ros. What myiterj is this? 

FiFi. Wby. the man's mad: 

That's all the mystery. That's why he's diain'd — 
And why — 

Sbc Nor Nature's guiltless life alone — 

Bat that which lives on blood and rapbe ; nay, 
Charler'd with larger Hberty to stay 
Thdr guiltleu Idnd, the tyiants of the air 
Soar zenith-Dpward with their screaming prey. 
Making pure heaven drop blood upon the stage 
Of under earth, where lion, wolf, and bear, 
And they that on their treacherous velvet wear 
Figure and constellation like your ovi-n,' 
With their still living slaughter bound away 
Over^e barriers of the mountain cage. 
Against which one, blood- guiltless, and endued 
With aspiration and «-ith aptitude 
Transcending other creatures, day by day 
Beats himself mad with unavailing ragel 

Fire. Why, that must be the meaning of my 

Rebellion — 

Ros. Hush ! 

Sbc. But then if murder be 

The law by which not only conscience-blind 
Creatures, but man too prospers with his kind ; 



attt rurmhlina (h» nv 
tbflwini a fuTl c«npit 
)Un the boracL'— PMi 
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LIFE IS A DREAM 

V/ho leaving all his guilty fellows free. 

Usclcr your fatal auspice and divi 

Compulsion, leagued in some mysterious ban 

Against one innocent and helpless man, 

Abuse their liberty to murder mine: 

And sworn to silence, like their masters mute 

In heaven, and like them twirling through the mask 

Of darkness, answering to all I ask. 

Point up to Ihcni whose work they execute ! 

Ros. Ev'n as I thought, »ome poor unhappy wretch, 
By man wrong'd, wretched, unrcvenged, as I ! 
Nay, so much worse than I, as by those chains 
Clipt of the means of self-rcvenge on those 
Who lay on him what they deserve. And I, 
Who taunted Heaven a little while ago 
With pouring all its wrath upon my head — 
Alas! like him who caught the cast-off husk 
Of what another bragg'd of feeding on, 
Here's one that from the refuse of my sorrows 
Could gather all the banquet he desires! ^ 

Poor soul, poor soul! 

Fife. Speak lower — he will hear you. 

Ros. And if he should, what then? Why, if he 
would. 
He could not harm me — Nay, and if he could, 
Methinks I'd venture something of a life 
I care so little for — 

Sbg. Who's that? Dotaldo? Who are you, I say, 
That, venturing in these forbidden rocks. 
Have lighted on my miserable life. 
And your own death ? 

Ros. You would not hurt me, surely? 

Sec. Not I; but thoee that, iron as the chain 
In which they slay me with a lingering death. 
Will slay you with a sudden — Who are you? 

Ros. A stranger from across the mountain there. 
Who, having lost his way in this strange land 
And coming night, drew hither to what seem'd 
A human dwelling hidden in these rocks, 
d where the voice of hum 
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Told him it was so. 

Sic. Ay? But nearer — nearepS 

That by this smoky supplement of day 
But for a moment I may see who speaks 
So pitifully sweet. 

Fife. Take care ! take care ! 

Ros. Alas, poor man, that I, myself so helpless. 
Could better help you than by barren pity, 
And my poor presence — 

Sbg. Oh. might tbat be all ! 

But that — a few poor moments — and, alas! 
The very bliss of having, and the dread 
Of losing, under such a penalty 
As every moment's having runs more near. 
Stifles the very utterance and resource 
They cry for quickest ; till from sheer despair 
Of holding thc«, methinks myself would tear 
To pieces— 

Fife, There, his word's enough for it. 

Seg. Oh, tliink, if you who move about at will, 
And live in sweet communion with your kind. 
After an hour lost in these lonely rocks 
Hunger and thirst after some himian voice 
To drink, and human face to feed upon ; 
What must one do wliere all is mute, or harsh, 
And ev'n the naked face of cruelty 
Were better than the mask it works beneath? — 
Across the mountain then 1 Across the mountain ! 
What if the next world which they tell one of 
Be only next across the mountain then, 
Though I must never see it till I die. 
And you one of its angels? 

Ros. Alas ; alas ! 

No angel! And the face you think so fair, 
Tis but the dismal frame-work of these rocks 
That makes it seem so ; and the world I come from — 
Atas, alas, too many faces there 
Are but fair vi^ors to black hearts below, 
Or only serve to brinp the wearer woe ! 
But to yourself — If haply the redress 
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That I am here upon may help to yours. 

I faeird you tax the heavens with ordering. 

And men for executing, what, alas I 

I now behold. But why, and who they are 

Who do, and you who suffer — 

Sbg. ipomlmg uprvards). Ask of them. 

Whom, as to-night, I have so often ask'd, 
And ask'd in vain. 

Ros. But surely, surely — 

Sk. Hark! 

The trttmpet of the watch to shut us in. 
Oh, should they 6nd yout — Quick! Behind the rockEl 
To-morrow — if to-morrow — 

Ros. {Hinging her sword toviard him). Take my 

RosAURA and Fife hide in the rocks; 
Ettfrr Clotaldo 
Clotaldo. These stormy days you like to see the 
lut of 
Are but ill opiates, Segismund, I think, 
For night to follow : and to-night you seem 
More than your wont disorder' d. What! A sword? 
Within there I 

Enter Soldieiis ivith black visors and torches 

Fife. Here's a pleasant masquerade! 

Clo. Whosevcr watch this was 
Will have to pay head-reckoning. Meanwhile, 
This weapon had a wearer. Bring him here, 
Alive or dead. 

Sec, Clotaldo ! good Clotaldo I — 

Clo. (io Soldiers who enclose Segismund; others 
searching the rocks). You know your duty. 

SoLDints (bringitig i« Ifostmra and Fife). Here are 
two of them, 
Whoerer more to follow — 

Cux. Who are you. 

That in defiance of known proclamation 
Are foand, at night-fall too, about this place? 
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Fife. Oh, my Lori, she — ^I mean he — 

Ros. Silence, Hfe, 

And let me spe^k fr>r both. — Two foreign men. 
To whom yoBr country and its proclamations 
Are equally unknown; and had we known, 
Onrselvos not masters of our lawless beasts 
That, terrified by the stonn among your rocks, 
Flung us upon them to our cost. 

Fife. My mule — 

Clo. Foreigners? Of what country? 

Ros. Muscovy. 

Clo. And wbither botmd? 

Ros. Hither— if this be Poland; 

But with no ill design on her, and therefore 
Taking it ill that we should thus be stopt 
Upon her threshold so uncivilly. 

Clo. WTiither in Pohind? 

Ros. To the capital. 

Clo. And on what errand? 

Ros. Set me on the road. 

And you shall be the nearer to my answer. 

Clo. {aside). So resolute and ready to reply. 
And yet so young — and — (Aloud.) Well, — 
Your business was not surely with the man 
We found yoa with? 

Ros. He was the first we saw, — 

And strangers and boiighted, as we were, 
As you too would have done in a like case. 
Accosted him at once. 

Clo, Ay, but this sword ? 

Ros. I flung it toward him. 

Clo. Well, and why ? 

Ros. And w!iy ? 

But to revenge himself on those who thus 
rnjuriously misuse him. 

Clo. So — so — so ! 

'Tis well such resolution wants a beard — 
And, I suppose, is never to attain one. 
Well, I must take yon both, ymi and your sword. 
Prisoners. 
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Fife, {offering a cudgel). Pray take mine, and wel- 
come, sir; 
I'm sure 1 gave it to that mule of mine 
To mighty little purpose. 

Ros. Mine you have ; 

And may it win us some more kindliness 
Than we have met with yet. 

Clo. {examining the stoord). More mystery! 
How came you by this weapon ? 

Ros, From ray father. 

Clo. And do you know whence he? 

Ros, Oh, very well: 

From one of this same Polish realm of yours, 
Who promised a return, should come the chance. 
Of courtesies that he received himself 
In Muscovy, and left this pledge of it — 
Not likely yet, it seems, to be redeemed. 

Cw, {asi4e). Oh, wondroos chance — or wondrous i 
Providence ! 
Tll» sword that I myself in Muscovy, 
When these white hairs were black, for keq>sakc left 
Of obligation for a like return 
To him who saved me wounded as I lay 
Fighting against his country; took mc home; 
Tended me like a brother till recovcr'd, 
Perchance lo fight against him once again — 
And now my sword put back into ray hand 
By his — if not his son — still, as so seeming. 
By me, as first devoir of gratitude, 
To seem believing, till the wearer's self 
See fit to drop the ill-dissembling mask. 
{Aioud.) Well, a strange turn of forttme has arrested 
The sharp and sudden penalty that else 
Had visited your rashness or mischance: 
tn part, your tender youth too — pardon me, 
And touch not where your sword is not 
Commends you to my care; not your life only. 
Else by this misadventure forfeited; 
But ev'n your errand, which, by happy chance. 
Chimes with the very business I am on. 
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And atb me M the verv pojnt yon dtn «L 

Rm. Thn capital ? 

Clo. Ay, ih« c«piul ; tad ert 

That capiul of capitals, the Court : 
VVIicrc you may plead, and, 1 nwy promise, wit 
I'ardon for thiii. you say nnwitltDe, trespass. 
And prosecute what else you have at heart. 
With me to help ftm fbonxd all I can; 
ProTidcd all in loyalty to those 
' To whom by natural allegiance 
I lirit am bound to. 

Ros. As you make. I take 

Your offer: with like pfonise on tny side 
Of loyalty to you and those yoti serve;. 
Under like retemtioa for rcgardx 
Nearer and deartr sUIL 

CtJO. Eooogfa, eooogli; 

Your band ; a barsain on both sides. Meanwhile 
Here thtll 70a rest tf>-iti£fiL Tbe break of Ay 
Shall see us both tacetber oo tbe way. 

Rot. TluM then what I for misadveut u te Uamcd. 
Directly draws me where my wishes aiio'd. [Emml 



ScsBa n. — The Pttf at (Fans* 
Enter on aw tHe Asnuo. Dtdie »f itmactr^ «tt 
kis tram: mmd, em the fl tt ir , the PUMCBs £»• 
nsLLA. with hers. 

AnOLMi My royal coosin. if so near in blood, 
TiO dm BOSpKiins meethig scaively knoviB, 
T9I all oat WaMy iffvonMa n the bod 
Is now Id its coasmmatc Uosnm Uowa. 
Wen net at latt; and mKf— 

EataujL Hdou{0, mr Lov^ 

Of cwpeimf I iT ixtiwo for too by x/nx 
Gdwi nikir. and. briicre tne. stin too dntt 
To cDvar die designfiil heart hekiw. 

AsT. 1^, hat indeed fair cookb — 

EMc Ar.laDMd 
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Measure your words, indeed your flowers of speech 
111 with your iron equipage alone; 
Irony inriecd. and wordy compliment. 

AsT. Indeed, indeed, you wrong me, royal cousin. 
And fair as royal, misinterpreting 
What, even for the end you think I aim at, 
If false to you, were fatal to myself. 

Est. Why. what else means the glittering steel, 
my Lord, 
That bristles in the rear of tliese fine words? 
What can it mean, but, failing to cajole. 
To fight or force me from my just pretension? 

AsT- Nay, might I not ask ev'n the same of you, 
The nodding helmets of whose men-at-arms 
Out-crest the plumage of your lady court? 

Est. But to defend what yours would force from 

Ast. Might not I. lady, say the same of mine? 
But not to come to battle, ev'n of words, 
With a fair lady, and my kinswoman ; 
And as averse to stand before your face. 
Defenceless, and condemn'd in your disgrace. 
Till the good king be here to clear it all — 
Will you vouchsafe to hear me? 

Est. As you will. 

AsT. You know that, when about to leave this 

Our royal grandsire. King Alfonso, left 

Three children ; one a son, Basilio, 

Who wears — long may he wear! the crown of 

Poland: 
And daughters twain: of whom the elder was 
Your mother, Clorilefia, now some while 
Exalted lo a more than mortal throne; 
And Recisunda, mine, the younger sister, 
Wbo, married to the Prince of Muscovy, 
Gave me the light which may she live to sec 
Herself for many, many years to come. 
Meanwhile, good King Basilio, as you know, 
Deep in abstmsei studies than this world, 
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Aud intiM ti Mddenir be caged ftgtia; 
Then what redoubled ang:ui5h and despair, 
From thU brief flash of bUsiful liberty 
Remitted — and for ever— to his chain ! 
Which «o much less, if on the stage of jloty 
Enter'd and exited through such ■ door 
Of sJeep as makes a dream of all between. 

Est. Oh kindly antv-cr. Sir. to qucsiion that 
To charitable courtesy less wise 
Might call for pardon raihert I shall now 
Gladly, what, uninstrucled, loyally 
I should have wailed 

AsT. Vour Itigfaness doubts not tn^ 

Nor bow ray heart follows my cousin's lips, 
Whatever way the doubtful balance fall. 
Still loyal to your bidding. 

OUNES. So say all. 

KiNC. I hoped, and did expect, of all no lns-» 
And sure no sovereign ever needed more 
From all who owe him love or loyally. 
Fur what a strait of lime I stand upon. 
When to this issue not alone I bring 
My wn your Prince, but e"«i myself yoxa King: 
AndL whjcfasoever way for him it lum. 
Of less than little honour to myself. 
For if this coming trial justify 
My thus withholding from my son his right, 
U not the judge himself justified in 
The father's shame? And if the judge proved 

wrong. 
My son withholding from his right thus long. 
Shame and remorse to judge and father both: 
Unless remorse and shame together drowi'n'd 
In taring what I flung for worthless focnd. 
But coaie-^ready weary with yonr travel. 
And iH refresh'd by this strange hiaory. 
UntH the boors that di** the sun from heavco 
Vnile us at the custotnary board. 
Each to his several ehamber : yoa to rejl : 
I u cooizive with old Ootaldo best 
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The method of a stranger thing than old 
Time has as yet among his records told. 



[Exeunt. 



ACT II 
SOBE l.—A Throne-room in Ihe Falccr. Muaic within 

Enter King OHd Clotaldo, meeting a Lord in tvaitinc/ 

King. You, for a moment beckon'd from your office, 
Tell me thus far how goes it. In due time 
The potion left him? 

LocD. At the very hour 

To which your Highness tempered it. Yet not 
So wholly but some lingering mist still hung 
Atwut his dawning senses — which to clear, 
We fiJl'd and handed him a moming drink 
With sleep's specific antidote suffused; 
And while with princely raiment we invested 
What nature surely modell'd for a Prmce — 
All but the sword — as you directed— 

King. Ay~ i 

LoBD. If not too loudly, yet emphalically 
Still with the title of a Prince address'd him. 

King. How bore he that? 

Lord. With all the rest, my liegt 

I will not say so like one in a dream 
As one himself misdoubting that he dream'd. 

King. So far so well, Clotaldo, either way. 
And best of all if tow'rd the worse I dread. 
Bui yet no violence? — 

Lord. At most, impatience; 

Wearied perhaps with importunities 
We yet were bound to offer. 

King. Oh, Clotaldo I 

Though thus far well, yet would myself had drunk 
Tbe potion he revives from ! such suspense 
Crowds all the pulses of life's residue 
XlMD the present moment; and, I thinlc. 
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Whichever way the trembling scale may turn, 
Will leaTc the crown of Poland for some one 
To wait no longer than the setting sun ! 

Clo. Courage, my liege! The curtain is undrawn. 
And each must play his part out manfully. 
Leaving the rest to beavcn. 

Kjno. Whose written words 

If I should misinterpret or transgress! 
But as you say — 

{To the Lord, ufho exit.) You, back to him at once; 
Clotaido, you. when he is somewhat used 
To the new world of which they call him Prince, 
Where place and face, and all. is strange lo him. 
With your known features and familiar garb 
Shall li.en, as chorus to the scene, accost him. 
And by such earnest of that old and too 
Familiar world, assure him of the new. 
Last in the strange procession, I myself 
Will by one full and last development 
Complete the plot for that catastrophe 
That he must put to all ; God grant it be 
The crown of Poland on his brows!— Hark! harki— 
Was that his voice within? — Now louder — Oh, 
Clotaido, what 1 so soon begun to roar ! — 
Again ! above the music — Bui betide 
What raay, until the moment, we must hide. 

[Ereuni King and Cuttaum. 

SvGiSucND (xvithin). Forbear! I stiQe with yoat 
perfume ! cease 
Your crary salutmiionsl peace, I say — 
Begone, or let me go, ere I go mad 
With all this babble, mummery, and glare. 
For I am growing dai^erous— Air ! room! air! — 

[He rushes in. Music ceases. 
Oh hut to save the reeling brain from wreck 
With its bewilder'd senses !— 

[He covers his eyes far a whiU. 
What! E'en now 
That Babel left behind me, but my eyes 
Pursued by the same glamour, that— -unlcu 




LTFK IS A DREAM 

Alike bewitch'd too — the confederate sense 
Vouches for palpable: bright -sliining floors 
That ring hard answer back to the stanip'd heel. 
And shoot up airy columns marble-cold, 
That, as they climb, break into golden leaf 
And capital, till they embrace aloft 
In clustering flower and fruitage over walls 
Hung with such purple curtain as the West 
Fringes with such a gold ; or over-laid 
With sanguine- glowing semblances of men, 
Each in his all but living action busied, 
Or from the wall they look from, with fix'd ey« 
Pursuing me ; and one most strange of all 
That, as I pass'd the crystal on the wall, 
Look'd from it — left it — and as I return, 
Returns, and looks me face to face again — ''' 
, Unless some false reflection of my brain, 
V The outward semblance of myself — Myself? 
How know that tawdry shadow for myself, 
But that it moves as I move; lifts his hand 
With mine; each motion echoing so close 
The immediate suggestion of the will 
In which myself I recognize — Myself 1 — 
What, this fantastic Segismund the same 
WTio last night, as for all his nights before, 
Lay down to sleep in wolf-skiu on the ground 
In a bfack turret which the wolf howl'd rountt 
And woke again upon a golden bed. 
Round which as clouds about a rising sun, 
In scarce less glittering caparison, 
Gather'd gay shapes that, underneath a breeze 
Of music, handed him upon their knees 
The wine of heaven in a cup of gold. 
And still in soft melodious under-song 
Hailing me Prince of Poland ! — * Segismund,' 
They said, ' Our Prince I The Prince of Poland ! ' ar 
Again, ' Oh. welcoBic, weJcome, to his own, 
' Our own Prince Segismund — ' 

Oh, but a blast- 
One blast of the rough mountain air I one look 
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At the erim features — [He goes to the windoi 

What they disvizord also ! shalter'd chaos 

Cast into stately shape and masonry, 

Between whose channel'd and perspecti\'e sides 

Compact with rooted lowers, and flourishing 

To heaven with gilded pinnacle and spire. 

Flows the live current ever to and fro 

With open aspect and free step! — Ootaldo! 

Clotaido ! — calling as one scarce dares call 

For him who suddenly might break the spell 

One fears to walk without him — Why, that I, 

With unencumber'd step as anv there. 

Go stumbling through my glory — feeling for 

That iron leading -string — ay, for myself — 

For that fast-anchor'd self of yesterday, 

K, Of yesterday, and all my life before, 

"Ere drifted clean from self-identity 
Upon the fluctuation of to-day's 
Mad whirling circumstance ! — And, fool, why t.ot? 
If reason, sense, and self-identity 
Obliterated from a worn-out brain. 
Art thou not maddest striving to be sane. 
And catching at that Self of yesterday 
That, like a leper's rags, best flung away ! 
Or if not mad, then dreaming — dreaming? — well — 
Dreaming then — Or, if self to self be true, 
Not mock'd by that, but as poor souls have been 
By those who wrong'd them, to give wrong new rclisl 
Or have those stars indeed they told me of 
As masters of my wretched life of old, 
Into some happier constellation roH'd, 
And brought my better fortune out on earth 
Clear as themselves in heaven I — Prince Segismund 
They call'd me — and at will I shook them off- 
Will lliey return again at my command 
Again to call me so?— Within there 1 You I 
Segismund calls — Prince Segismund — 
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(He has seated himself on the throne. 
Enter Chamberlain, v.'itb lords in viaitmg.) 

Chamb. I rejoice 

That unadvised of any but the voice 
Of royal instinct in the blood, your Highness 
Has ta'en the chair that you were born to fill. 

Seg. The chair? 

Chamb. The royal throne of Poland. Sir, 

Which may your Royal Highness keep as long 
As he that now rules from it shall have ruled 
When heaven has call'd him to itself. 

Seg. Whe» he?— 

Ckaub. Your royal father, King Basilio, Sir. 

Sbc. My royal fatlier — King Basilio. 
You see I answer hut as Echo does, 
Not knowing what she listens or repeats. 
This is my throne — this is my paJice — Oh, 
But this out of the window? — 

Cbamb. Warsaw, Sir, 

Your capital — 

Sic And all the moving people? 

Chamb. Your subjects and your vassals liVe our- 
selves. 

Sec. Ay, ay — my subjects — in my capital — 
Warsaw — and I am Prince of it— You see 
tt needs much iteration to strike sense 
Into the human echo. 

Chaug. Left awhile 

In the quick brain, the word will quickly to 
Full meaning blow. 

Sxa, You think so? 

Chamb. And meanwhile 

Lest our obsequiousness, which means no worse 
Than customary honour to the Prince 
We most rejoice to welcome, trouble you, 
Should we retire again? or stand apart? 
Or would your Highness have the music play 
Again, which meditation, as they say. 
So often loves to Boat upon ? 



Su. 

Nt*— yes— fierhaps the trranpet— 
Itrought back the troop! 

A Loud. The trmnpet ! Tlicrc isva 

How tnimpet-Kke spoke out the blood of Poland 1 

Chamb. Before the moming is far op. yoar Higb- 
ness 
Will have the trumpet niarshalling yoar soldiers 
L'nder ihe Palace windows. 

Sec. Ah, my soldiers — 

My soldiers — not Naclc-vizor'd ? — 

CHAifB. Sir? 

Sxc. No matter. 

But — OB* thing — for a moment — m your ear — 
Do you know oae Ootaldo ? 

Chamb. Oh, my Lorxl, 

He and myself together, I may say, 
Although in different vocaiioos. 
Have silver'd in your royal father's service; 
And, as I tmst, wiUi both of us a few 
White hairs to fall in yours. 

Sbg. Well said, well said I 

Basilio, my father — weB — Clolaldo — 
Is be my kinsman too? 

Cbaub. Oh, my good Lord, 

A General simply in your Highm 
Than whom your Highness has n 

Sec. Ay, so you said before, I think. .\nd yoi: 
With that white wand of yours — 
Why, now I think on't, I have read of such 
A silver-hair'd magician with a 
Who in a moment, with a wave of it, 
Tum'd rags to jewels, clowns to emperors. 
By some henigner magic ih«n the stars 
Spirited poor good people out of hand 
_ From all their woes; in some enchanted sleep 

^L Carried them off on cloud or dragon-back 
H Over the mountains, over the wide Deep. 
H And set them down to wake in Fairyland. 
^B Chamb- Oh, my good Lord, you laugh i 
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Right glad to make you laugh at such a price: 
You know me no enchanter: if I were, 
I and my wand as much as your Highness", 
As now your chamberlain — 

Seg. My chamberlain? — 

And these that follow you? — 

CiiAMB. On you, my Lord, 

Your Highness' lords in waiting. 

Sec. Lords in waiting. 

Well, I have now leam'd to repeat, I think, 
If only but by rote — This is my palace. 
And this my throne — which unadvised — And that 
Out of the window there my Capiial; 
And all the people moving up and down 
My subjects and my vassals like yourselves. 
My chamberlain — and lords in waiting — and 
Clotaldo — and Clotaldo? — 
You are an aged, and seem a reverend man — 
You do not — though his fellow-officer — 
You do not mean to mock me? 

Chamb. Oh, my Lord I 

Sec. Well (hen— H no magician, as you say, 
Yet setting me ^ rid d|e, that my brain, 
With all its senses whirling, cannot solve. 
Yourself or one of these with you must answer — 
How I— that only last night fell asleep 
Not knowing that the very soil of earth 
I lay down — chain'd — to sleep upon was Poland — 
Awake to 5nd myself the Lord of it, 
With Lords, and Generals, and Chamberlains, 
And ev'n my very Gaoler, for ray vassals ! 

Enter suddenly Cixwaldo 

Clotaldo. Stand all aside 
That I may put into his hand the clue 
To lead him out of this amazement. Sir. 
Vouchsafe your Highness from my bended knee 
Receive my homage first. 

Sec. Clotaldo 1 What, 

At last — bis old self — undisguised where all 

Vol. 28— 2 
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Is masquerade — to end it ! — You kneeling too! 
What 1 have the stars j-ou told me long ago 
Laid that old work upon you. added this, 
TTiat, having chain'd your prisoner so long, 
You loose his body now to slay his wits, 
Dragging him — how I know nol — whither scarce 
I imderstand — dressing him up iu all 
This fripperj', with your dumb familiars 
Disviior'd, and their lips unlock'd to lie. 
Calling him Prince and King, and, madman-like. 
Setting a crown of straw upon his head? 

Clo. Would but your Highness, as indeed I now 
Must call you — and upon his bended knee 
Never bent Subject more devotedly — 
However all about you, and perhaps 
You to yourself incomprehensiblest. 
But rest in the assurance of your own 
Sane waking senses, by these witnesses 
Attested, till the story of it all. 
Of which I bring a chapter, be reveal'd. 
Assured of all you see and hear as neither 
Madness nor mockery — 

Sec. What then? 

Clo. Alt it seemi: 

This palace with its royal garniture; 
This capital of which it is the eye. 
With all its temples, marts, and arsenals; 
This realm of which this city is the head, 
With all its cities, villages, and tilth, 
Its armies, fleets, and commerce ; all your own ; 
And all the living souls that make them up, 
From those who now. and those who shall, salute you, 
Down to the poorest peasant of the realm, 
Your subjects — Who, though now their mighty voice 
Sleeps in the general body unapprized. 
Wait but a word from those about you now 
To hail you Prince of Poland, Segismund, 

Sec. All this is so? 

Clo. As sure as anything 

Is, or can be. 
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Sec. You swear it on the faith 

You taught me — elsewhere? — 

Clo. {kissing Ike kill of kis sword). Swear it upon 
this 
Symbol, and champion of the holy failh 
I wear it to defend. 

Sec. (Io himself). My eyes have not deceived me, 
r my ears, 
With this transfiguration, nor the strain 
Of royal welcome that arose and blew, 
Breathed from no lying lips, along with it 
For here Clotaldo comes, his own old self. 
Who, if not Lie and phantom with the rest — 
{Aloud) Well, then, all this is thus. 
For have not these line people told me so. 
And you, Clotaldo, sworn it ? And the Why 
And Wlierefore are to follow by and bye ! 
And yet — and yet — why wait for that which you 
Who talce your oath on it can answer—and 
Indeed it presses hard upon my brain— 
What I was asking of these gentlemen 
When you came in upon us; how il is 
That I — the Segismund you know so long- 
No longer than the sun that rose to-day 
Rose — and from what you know — 
Rose to be Prince of Poland? 

Clo. So to be 

Acknowledged and entreated. Sir. 

Sbc. So be 

Acknowledged and entreated — 
Well— But if now by all, by some at least 
So known — if not entreated — heretofore — 
Though not by you — For, now I think again. 
Of what should be your atteslation worth. 
You that of all my questionable subjects 
Who knowing what, yet left me where I was. 
You least of all. Ciotaldo, till the dawn 
Of this 6rst day that told it to myself? 

Clo. Oh, let your Highness draw the line across 
Fore-written sorrow, and in this new dawn 




Bury that long sad night. 



Sec. Not ev'n the Dead, 

CaiI'd to the resurrection of the blest. 
Shall so directly drop all memory 
Of woes and wrongs foregone ! 

Clo. But not resent— 

1 Purged by the trial of that sorrow past 
I For full fruition of their present bliss. 

Sec, But leaving with the Judge what, till this earth 
Be cancclfd in the burning heavens, He leaves 
His earthly delegates to execute, 
Of retribution in reward to them 
And woe to those who wrong'd them — Not as you, 
Not you, Clotaldo, knowing not — And yet 
Ev'n to the guiltiest wretch in all the realm, 
Of any treason guilty short of that, 
Stem usage — but assuredly not knowing. 
Not knowing 'twas your sovereign lord, CIotaMo^ I 
You used 8o sternly. 

Clo. Ay, sir; with the same 

Devotion and fidelity that now 
Does homage to him for my sovereign. 

Ssa. Fidelity that held his Prince in chains! 

Clo, Fidelity more fast than had it loosed him — 

SiG. Ev'n from the very dawn of consciousness 
Down at the bottom of the barren rocks, 
Where scarce a ray of sunshine found him out. 
In which the poorest beggar of my realm 
At least to human-full proportion grows — 
Me I Me — whose station was the kingdom's top 
To flourish in, reaching my head to heaven, 
And with my branches overshadowing 
The meaner growth below ! 

Clo. Still with the same 

Fidelity— 

Skc. To me !— 

Ci.0. Ay, sir, to you. 

Through Ihat divine allegiance upon which 
All Order and Authority is based; 
Which to revolt against— 
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Were to revolt 
Against the stars, belike ! 

Clo. And him who reads them; 

And by that right, and by the sovereignty 
He wears as you shall wear it after him; 
Ay, one to whom yourself — 
Yourself, ev'n more than any subject here. 
Are bound by yet another and more strong 
Allegiance — ^King Easilio— your Father — 

Seg. Basilio— King — my fatlierl — 

Clo. Oh, my Lord, 

Let me beseech you on my bended knee, 
For your own sake — for Poland's — and for his, 
Who. looking up for counsel to the skies, 
Did what he did under authority 
To which the kings of earth themselves are subject. 
And whose behest not only he that suffers, 
But he that executes, not comprehends. 
But only He that orders it — 

Seg. The King— 

My father 1 — Either I am mad already, 
Or that way driving fast^ — or I should know 
That fathers do not use their children so, 
Or men were loosed from all allegiance 
To fathers, kings, and heaven that order'd all. 
But. mad or not, my hour is come, and I 
Will have my reckoning — Either you lie. 
Under the skirt of sinless majesty 
Shrouding your treason; or if thai indeed. 
Guilty itself, take refuge in the stars 
That cannot hear the charge, or disavow — 
You. whether doer or deviser, who 
Come first to hand, shall pay the penalty 
By the same hand you owe it to — 
[Seising CtOTALDo's sword and about to strike hint.") 

Enter RosAURA stiddcftly 
RosADXA. Fie, my Lord — fcrbear. 
What I a young hand raised against silver hair I — 

(She retreats through the crowd.) 
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Seg, Stay ! slay I What come and vanish'd 
before— 
I scarce remember Iiow — but — 
yokes within. Room for AstoHo, Duke of Muscovyl I 

Enter Astolfo 

AsTOLFO. Welcome, thrice welcome, ihc aiispiciouifl 
day. 
When from the mountain where he darkling lay. 
The Polish sun into the firmament 
Sprung all llic brighter for his late ascent. 
And in meridian glory— 

Sko. Where is he ? 

Why must I ask this twice?— 

A Lo«o. The Page, my Lord? 

I wonder at hii boldness— 

Sv3. Bm I tell you 

He came with Angel written in his face 
Ai now il 1«, when all was black as hell 
Alwiit. and none of you who now — he came. 
And Angfl like flung me a shining sword 
To cm my way through darkness ; and again 
Angel-tike wresli il from mc in behalf 
^ Of one— whom I will spare for sparing htm : 
Bui he muit come and plead with that same voice 
That pruyM tor mc — in vain. 

CUAUR. He is gone for. 

Anil ihall attend your pleasure, sir. Meanwhile, 
Will iii't your Ilighnexs, as in courtesy, 
Itrluni yiiur royal cousin's greeting? 

Mii.i. Whose? 

{'iiAMH, Ait<i1fo, Duke of Muscovy, my Lord, 
Hilitl'd, utiil with gallant compliment 
WfUomed vmi to your royal title. 

Hmi, ffpArroi.ro). Oh— 

Vtiii hiiew (i{ ihix tltcn^ 

A«v. Knew of what, my Lord? 

•iwi, ■Jhat 1 wflii Prince of Poland all ihe while. 
And yiiu my >ulij«ct? 

Ait. Pardon me, my Lord, 
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Bnfsome few hours ago myself 1 learn'd 
Your dignity ; but, knowing it, no more 
Than when I knew it not, your subject. 

Sec. What then? 

AST. Your Highness' chamberlain ev'n now lias told 

Astolfo, Duke of Muscovy, 
Tour father's sister's son ; your cousin, sir; 
And who as such, and in his own right Prince, 
Expects from you the courtesy he shows. 

Chamb. His Highness is as yet unused to Court, 
And to the ceremonious interchange 
Of compliment, especially to those 
Who draw their blood from the same royal fountain 

Sec. Where is the lad? I weary of all this— 
Prince, cousins, chamberlains, and compliments — 
Where are my soldiers? Blow the trumpet, and 
With one sharp blast scatter these butterflies 
And bring the men of iron to my side. 
With whom a king feels like a king indeed 1 

Voices wiihin. Within there ! room for the Princess 
Estrella 1 

Enter Estrella wiVh Ladies 

Estrella. Welcome, my Lord, right welcome to the 
throne 
That much too long has waited for your coming: 
And, in the general voice of Poland, hear 
A kinswoman and cousin's no less sincere. 

Sec. Ay, this is welcome-worth indeed. 
And cousin cousin-worth ! Oh, I have thus 
Over the threshold of the mountain seen. 
Leading a bevy of fair stars, the moon 
Enter the court of heaven — My kinswoman! 
My cousin ! But my subject ? — 

Est. If you please 

To count your cousin for your subject, sir. 
You shall not £nd her a disloyal. 

Sic Oh, 

But there are twin stars in that heavenly face. 
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Th»t now I know for baring oii-er-niled 
Those evil ones that darken d all mj past 
And brought me forth from that captivity 
To be the slave of her who set me free. 

Est. Indeed, my Lord, these eyes have no such power 
Over the past or present : but perhaps 
They brighten at your welcome to supply 
The iillle that a lady's speech commends; 
And in the hope that, let whichever be 
The other's subject, we may both be friends. 

Sec Yonrhand tothat — Butwhydoesthiswann hand 
Shoot a cold shudder through me ? 

Est, In revenge 

For likening me to that cold moon, perhaps. 

Sec, Oh, but the Up whose music tells mc so 
Breathes of a warmer planet, and that lip 
Shall remedy the treason of the hand I 

(Me catches to embrace her.) 

Est. Release me. sir! 

Chaub. And pardon me, my Lord. 

This lady is a Princess absolute, 
As Prince he is who just saluted you. 
And claims h«r by affiance. 

Seg. Hence, old fool. 

For ever thrusting that white stick of yours 
Between me and my pleasore ( 

AsT. This cause is mine. 

Forbear, sir — 

Seg. What, sir mouth-piece, you again? 

AsT. My Lord, I waive your insult to myscH 
In recognition of the dignity 
You yet are new to, and that greater still 
You look in time to wear. But for this lady— 
Whom, if my cousin now, I hope to claim 
Henceforth by yet a nearer, dearer name — 

Seg. And what care I? She is my cousin too; 
And if you be a Prince — well, am not I 
Lord of the very soil you stand upon ? 
By that, and by that right beside of blood 
That like a fiery fountain hitheno 
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Peat in the rock leaps toward her at her toucli. 

Mine, before all the cousins in Muscovy! 

You call me Prince of Poland, and yourselves 

My subjects — traitors therefore to this hour. 

Who let me perish all my youth away 

Chain 'd there among the mountains; till, forsooth. 

Terrified at your treachery foregone. 

You spirit me up here, I know not how. 

Popinjay-like invest me like yourselves. 

Choke me with scent and music that I loathe. 

And, worse than all the music and the scent. 

With false, long-winded, fulsome compliment. 

That ' Oh, you are my subjects ! ' and in word 

Reiterating still obedience. 

Thwart me in deed at every step I take: 

When just about to wreak a just revenge 

Upon that old arch-traitor of you all, 

Filch from my vengeance him I hate ; and him 

I loved — the first and only face — till this — 

I cared to look on in your ugly court — 

And now when palpably I grasp at last 

What hitherto but shadow'd in my dreams — 

Afhances and interferences, 

The first who dares to meddle with me more — 

Princes and chamberlains and counsellors. 

Touch her who dares ! — 

AsT. That dare I— 

Sec. {seising him by the throat). You darel 

Chamb. My Lord! — 

A LoKD. His strength's a lion's — 

Voices vrithin. The King! The King!- 

Enter King 
A Lord. And on a sudden how he stands at gaze 
As might a wolf just fasten'd on his prey, 
Glaring at a suddenly encounter'd lion. 

King. And I that hither flew with open arms 
To fold them round my son, must now return 
To press tbem to an empty heart again ! 

IHe sits on tkc throne. 
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Sbg. That Is the King?— My father?— 

(After a long pause.) I have heard 

That sometimes some blind instinct has been known 
To draw to mutual recognition those 
Of the same blood, beyond all memory 
Divided, or ev'n never met before. 
I know not how this is — ^perhaps in brutes 
That live by kindlier instincts — ^but I know 
That looking now upon that head whose crown 
Pronounces him a sovereign king, I feel 
No setting of the current in my blood 
Tow'rd him as sire. How is't with you, old man, 
Tow'rd him they call your son? — 

King. Alas I Alas I 

Seg. Your sorrow, then? 

King. Beholding what I do. 

Seg. Ay, but how know this sorrow that has grown 
And moulded to this present shape of man. 
As of your own creation ? 

King. Ev'n from birth. 

Seg. But from that hour to this, near, as I thinks 
Some twenty such renewals of the year 
As trace themselves upon the barren rocks, 
I never saw you, nor you me — ^unless, 
Unless, indeed, through one of those dark masks 
Through which a son might fail to recognize 
The best of fathers. 

King. Be that as you will : 

But, now we see each other face to face. 
Know me as you I know; which did I not, 
By whatsoever signs, assuredly 
You were not here to prove it at my risk. 

Seg. You are my father. 
And is it true then, as Clotaldo swears, 
'Twas you that from the dawning birth of one 
Yourself brought into b<»ing, — ^you, I say, 
Who stole his very birthright; not alone 
That secondary and peculiar right 
Of sovereignty, but even that prime 
Inheritance that all men share alik^ 
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wild beast's 



ihis hour? 
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And chaiii'd him — chain 

whelp. 
Among as savage mountains, 1 
Answer if this be thus. 

King. Oh, Segismund, 

In all that I have done that seems to you, 
And, without further hearing, fairly seems, 
Unnatural and cruel — 'twas not I, 
But One who writes His order in the sky 
I dared not misinterpret nor neglect. 
Who knows with what reluctance — 

Sec. Oh, those stars. 

Those sta.rs, that too far up from human blame 
To clear tliemselves. or careless of the charge, 
Still bear upon their shining shoulders all 
The g:uiit men shift upon them! 

King. Nay, but think: 

Not only on ihe common score of kind, 
But that peculiar count of sovereignty— 
If not behind the beast in brain as heart. 
How should I thus deal with my innocent child. 
Doubly desired, and doubly dear when come. 
As that sweet second-self that all desire. 
And princes more than all, to root themselves 
By that succession in their people's hearts, 
Unless at that superior Will, to which 
Not kings alone, but sovereign nature bows ? 

Seg. And what had those same stars to tell of mc 
That should compel a father and a king 
So much against that double instinct? 

King. That. 

Which I have brought you hither, at my peril. 
Against their written warning, to disprove. 
By justice, mercy, human kindliness. 

Sec, And therefore made yourself their instrument 
To make your son the savage and the brute 
They only prophesied? — Are you not afear'd. 
Lest, irrespective as such creatures are 
0( such relationship, the brute you made 
Rerenge the man you marr'd — like sire, like son. 
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^"TNa *» by J^u as you by me have done? 

Kliro- You never had a savage heart from me; 
t way appeal to Poland. 

SiBC Then from whom? 

It pure in fountain, poison'd by yourself 
\\h«i scarce begun to flow. — To make a man 
Nit as I sec, degraded from the mould 
I came from, nor compared to those about. 
And then to throw your own flesh to the dogs I — 
Why not at once, 1 say, if terrified 
At the prophetic omens of my birth, 
Have drown'd or stifled me, as they do whelps 
Too costly or too dangerous to keep? 

Ki.^G. That, living, you might learn to live, and mle 
Yourself and Poland. 

Sko. By the means you toot 

To spoil for either? 

King. Nay, but, Segismundt 

You know not — cannot know — happily wanting 
The sad experience on which knowledge grows. 
How the too early consciousness of power 
Spoils the best blood; i or whether for your long- 
Constrain'd disheritance (which, but for nic, 
Remember, and for my relenting love 
Bursting the bond of fate, had been eternal) 
Vou have not now a full indemnity: 
Wearing the blossom of your youth unspent 
In the voluptuous sunshine of a court. 
That often, by too early blossoming. 
Too soon deflowers the rose of royalty. 

Sec. Ay, but what some precocious warmth may spill, 
*^1ay not an early frost as surely kill? 

Kiuo. But, Segismund, my son, whose quick dis- 

i'\.i\cB I have not extinguish'd and destroyed 

The Man you charge me with extinguishing, 

1 lowrver it condemn me for the fault 

Of keeping a good light so long eclipsed, 

Refiecl! This is the moment upon which 

Those stars, whose eyes, although we see them not. 
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By day as well as night are on us still, 
Hang watching up in the meridian heaven 
Which way the balance turns; and if to jou — 
As by your dealing God decide it may, 
To my confusion ! — let me answer it 
Unto yourself alone, who shall at once 
Approve yourself to be your father's judge. 
And sovereign of Poland in his stead, 
By justice, mercy, self -sobriety. 
And all the reasonable attributes 
Without which, impotent to rule himself. 
Others one cannot, and one must not rule ; 
But which if you but show the blossom of — 
All that is past we shall but look upon 
As the first out-iling of a generous nature 
Rioting in first liberty ; and if 
This blossom do but promise such a flower 
As promises in turn its kindly fruit : 
Forthwith upon your brows the royal crown. 
That now weighs heavy on my aged brows, 
I will devolve; and while I pass away 
Into some cloister, with my Maker there 
To make my peace in penitence and prayer. 
Happily settle the disorder'd realm 
That now cries loudly for a lineal heir, 

Seg. And so— 
When the crown falters on your shaking head. 
And slips the sceptre from your palsied hand. 
And Poland for her rightful heir cries out; 
Wfien not only your slol'n monopoly 
Fails you of earthly power, but 'cross the grave 
The judgment- trumpet of another world 
Calls you to count for your abuse of this; 
Then, oh then, terrified by the double danger, 
You drag me from my den — 
Boast not of giving up at last the power 
You can no longer hold, and never rightly 
Held, but in fee for him you robb'd it from; 
And be assured your Savage, once let loose. 
Will not be caged again so quickly ; not 
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Grinding your teeth — and, as I now remember^ J 
Woke mouthing out judgment and execution, * 
On those about you. 

Sec. Ay, I did indeed. 

Clo. Ev'n now your eyes stare wild ; your hair stands \ 
up— 
Your pulses throb and flutter, reeling still 
Under the storm o£ such a dream — 

Sec- a dream ! 

.^hat seem'd as swearable reality 
As what I wake in now. 

Clo. Ay — wondrous how 

Imagination in a sleeping brain 
Out of the uncontingent senses draws 
Sensations strong as from the real touch; 
That we not only laugh aloud, and drench 
With tears our pillow; but in the agony 
Of some imaginary conflict, fight 
And struggle — ev'n as you did; some, 'tis thought. 
Under the dreamt-of stroke of death have died. 

Sec, And what so very strange too — In that world 
Where place as well as people all was strange, 
Ev'n 1 almost as strange unto myself. 
You only, you, Clotaldo — you, as much 
And palpably yourself as now you are, 
Came in this very garb you ever wore. 
By such a token of the past, you said, 
To assure me of that seeming present. 

Clo. Ay? 

Sec. Ay; and even told me of the very stars 
You tell me here of — how in spite of them, 
I was enlarged to alt that glory. 

Clo. Ay, 

By the false spirits' nice contrivance thus 
A little truth oft leavens all the false, 
The better to delude us. 

Sec, For you know 

"Tis nothing but a dream ? 

Clo. Nay. you yourself 

Know best how lately you awoke from that 
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You know you went lo sleep on ? — 

Why, have you never dreamt the like before? 

Sec, Never, to such reality. 

Clo. Such dreams 

Are oftentimes the sleeping exhalations 
Of that ambition that lies smouldering 
Under the ashes of the lowest fortune; 
By which, when reason slumbers, or has lost 
The reins of sensible comparison, 
We fly at something higher than we are — 
Scarce ever dive to lower — to be kings, 
Or conquerors, crown'd with laurel or with gold. 
Nay, mounting heaven itself on eagle wings. 
Which, by the way, now that I think of it, 
May furnish us the key to this high flight — 
That royal Eagle we were watching, and 
Talking of as you went to sleep last night. 

Seg. Last night? Last night? 

Clo. Ay, do you not remember 

Envying his immunity of flight, 
As, rising from his throne of rock, he sail'd 
Above the mountains far into the West, 
That burn'd about him, while with poising wings 
He darkled in it as a burning brand 
Is seen to smoulder in the fire it feeds? 

Seg. Last night — last night — Oh, what a day was that 
Between that last night and this sad To-day 1 

Clo. And yet, perhaps, 
Only some few dark moments, into which 
Imagination, once lit up within 
And unconditional of time and space. 
Can pour infinities. 

Sec. And I remember 

How the old man they call'd the King, who wore 
The crown of gold about his silver hair, 
And a mysterious girdle round his waist, 
Just when my rage was roaring at its height. 
And after which it all was dark again. 
Bid me beware lest all should be a dream. 

Clo. Ay— there another specialty of dreams. 
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j That once the dreamer 'gins to dream he dreams. 
His foot is OD the very verge of waking. 

Seg. Would it had been upon the verge of deadi 
That knows no waking — 
Lifting me up to glory, to fall back, 
Stunn'd, crippled — wretchcdcr than ev'n before. 

Clo. Yet not so glorious, Segisinund, if you 
Your visionary honour wore so ill 
I As to work murder and revenge on those 
Who meant you well. 

Seg. Who meant me I — me I their Prince 

Chain 'd like a felon — 

Clo- ' Stay, stay— Not so fast, 

Vou dream'd the Prince, remember. 

Sec. Then in dream 

Revenged it only. 

Clo, True. But as they say 

Dreams are rough copies of the waking soul 
^C^'et tincorrecled of the higher Will, 

So that men sometimes in their dreams confess 

An unsuspected, or forgotten, self; 

One must beware to check — ay, if one may, 

Stifle ere bom, such passion in ourselves 

As makes, we see, such havoc with our sleep, 

And ill reacts upon the waking day. 

And, by the bye, for one test, Segismund. 

Between such swearable realities — 

Since Dreaming. Madness, Passion, are akin 

In missing each that salutary rein 

Of reason, and the guiding will of roan: 

One test, I think, of waking sanity 

Shall be that conscious power of self-control, 

"fo curb all passion, but much most of all 

That evil and vindictive, that iil squares 

With human, and with holy canon less, 

Which bids us pardon ev'n our enemies, 

And much more those who, out of no il! will. 

Mistakenly have taken up the rod 

Which heaven, they think, has put into their bands. 

Seg. I think I soon shall have to try again — 




I 



UFE IS A DREAH | 

Sleep has not yet done with roe. 

Clo. Such a sleep. 

Take my advice — 'tis early yet — the sun 
Scarce up above the mountain; go within. 
And if the night deceived you. try anew 
With morning; morning dreams they say come true. 

Sec. Oh, rather pray for me a sleep so fast 
As shall obliterate dream and waking too. 

[Exit into the tower. 

Clq. So sleep: sleep fast: and sleep away those two 
Night- potions, and the waking dream between 
Wliich dream thou must believe; and, if to see 
Again, poor Segismund ! that dream must be. — 
And yet. and yet. in these our ghostly lives. 
Half night, half day, half sleeping, half awake. 
How if our waking life, like that of sleep. 
Be all a dream in that eternal life 
To which we wake not till we sleep in death ? 
How if, ! say. the senses we now trust 
For date of sensible comparison. — 
Ay, ev'n the Reason's self that dates with them. 
Should be in essence or intensity 
Hereafter so transcended, and awake 
To a perceptive subtlety so keen 
As to confess themselves befool'd before. 
In all that now they will avouch for most? 
One man — like this — but only so much longer 
As life is longer than a summer's day, 
Believed himself a king upon his throne. 
And play'd at hazard with his fellows' lives. 
Who cheaply dream'd away their lives to him. 
The sailor dream'd of tossing on the flood: 
The soldier of his laurels grown in blood: 
The lover of the beauty that he knew 
Must yet dissolve to dusty residue : 
The merchant and the miser of his bags 
Of finger'd gold; the beggar of his rags: 
And all this stage of earth on which we seem 
Such busy actors, and the parts we play'd. 
Substantial as the shadow of a thade. 
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'And Dreaming but a dream within a dreamt 
Fife. Was it not said, sir. 
By some philosopher as yet imbom, 
Tiiat any chimney-sweep who for twelve hours 
Dreams himself king is happy as the king 
Who dreams himself twelve hours a chimney-sw 
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Clo. a theme indeed for wiser heads than yours 
To moralize upon — How came you here? — 

Fife, Not of my own will, I assure you, sir. 
Ko matter for myself: hut I would know 
About my mistress — I mean, master — 

Clo. Oh, 

Now I remember — Well, your master-mistress 
Is well, and deftly on its errand speeds, 
As you shall — if you can but hold your toi^ue. 
Can you? 

Fife, I'd rather be at home again. 

Clo. Where you shall be the quicker if while here 
You can keep silence. 

Fif e. I may whistle, thenp 

Which by the virtue of my name 1 do, 

(And also as a reasonable test 
Of waking sanity — 

Clo. Well, whistle then; 

And for another reason you forgot. 
That while you whistle, you can chatter not. 
Only remember — if you quit this pass — 

Fife. (His rhymes are out, or he had call'd it spot)— ' 

Clo. a bullet brings you to. 
I must forthwith to court to tell the King 
The issue of this lamentable day, 

That buries all his hope in night, (To Fife.) Farewell. , 
Remember. 

Fife, But a moment — hut a wordl 

When shall I see my mis — mas — 

Clo. Be content: 

All in good time; and then, and not before, 
Never to miss your master any more. iE*U^ 

Fife. Such talk of dreaming — dreaming — 1 begin 
To doubt if I be dreaming I am Fife, 
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Who with a lad who call'd herself a boy 

~ se — I doubt there's some confusion here— 

He wore no petticoat, came on a time 

Riding from Muscovy on half a horse. 

Who must have dreamt she was a horse entire. 

To cant me off upon my hinder face 

Under this tower, wall -eyed and rausket-tongued, 

With sentinels a-pacing up and down, 

Crying All's well when all is far from well, 

All the day long, and all the night, until 

I dream — if what is dreaming be not waking — 

Of bells a-toUing and processions rolling 

With candles, crosses, banners, San-benitos, 

Of which I wear the flamy -fin ingest. 

Through streets and places throng'd with fiery faces 

To some back platform — 

Oh, I shall take a 6re into my hand 

With thinking of my ovm dear Muscovy — 

Only just over that Sierra there, 

By which we tumbled headlong into^No-land. 

Now, if without a bullet after me, 

I could but get a peep of my old home — 

Perhaps of my own mule to take me there — 

All's still — perhaps the gentlemen within 

Are dreaming it is night behind their masks — 

God send 'em a good nightmare! — Now then — Hark! 

Voices — and up the rocks — and armed men 

Climbing like cats — Puss in the corner then. [He hides. 

Enter Soi.niERS cautiously up the rocki 

Captain. This is the frontier pass, at any rate. 
Where Poland ends and Mnscovy begins. 

Soldier, We must be close upon the tower. I know. 
That half way up the mountain lies ensconced. 

Capt. How know you that ? 

Sol, He told me so— the Page 

Who put us on the scent 

Sol. 2. And, as I think. 

Will soon be here to run it down with us, 

CAit. Moantimc, our horses on these ugly rocks 
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Fife. / set up!—/ lilce that— 

When 'twas yourselves be-siegesmunded me. 

Capt. No matter — Look! — The signal from 
tower. 
Prince Segismundl 

Sou {from the tmvcr). Prince Segismundl 

Capt. All's V 

Ootaldo safe secured? — 

Sou (from the lower). No— by ill luck. 
Instead of coming in, as we had look'd for. 
He sprang on horse at once, and off at gallop 

Capt. To Court, no doubt — a blunder that — And] 
yet 
Perchance a blunder that may work as well 
As better forethought Having no suspicion 
So will he carry none where his not going 
Were of itself suspicious. But of those 
Within, who side with us? 

Sou Oh. one and all 

To the last man, persuaded or compeli'd. 

Capt, Enough ; whatever be to be retrieved 
No moment to be lost. For though Clolaldo 
Have no revolt to tell of in the tower, 
The capital will soon awake to ours. 
And the King's force come blazing after us. 
Where is the Prince? 

Sol. Within ; so fast asleep ■ 

We woke him not ev'n striking off the chain 
We had so cursedly holp bind him with, 
Not knowing what we did ; but too ashamed 
Not to undo ourselves what we had done. 

Capt. Xo matter, nor by whosesoever hands. 

Provided done. Come ; we will bring him forth 

Out of that stony darkness here abroad. 

Where air and sunshine sooner shall disperse 

The sleepy fume which they ha\-e druggd him with. 

(They enter tfu towtr. and thence bring < 

ScGtsMCNP asleef on a patUt, and set I 

in the middU of the stage.) 

Capt. Still, still so dead asleep, the very noise 
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And modon that we make in carrying him 
Stirs not a leaf in all the living tree. 

Soldiers 
If living — But if by some in\\ard blow 
For ever and irrevocably fell'd 
By what strikes deeper lo the root tlian sleep? 

— He's dead ! He's dead I They've kiU'd him— 

— No — he breathes — 
And the heart beats — and now he breathes again 
Deeply, as one about to shake away 

The load of sleep. 

Capt. Come, let us all kneel round, 

And with a blast of warlike instruments, 
And acclamation of alt loyal hearts, 
Rouse and restore him to his royal right. 
From which no royal wrong shall drive him more. 

(They all knael round his bed: Irumfett, 
drums, etc.) 

Soldiers 

— Segismundl Segismund! Prince Segismundl 

— King Segismund ! Down with Basitio [ 

— Down with Astolfol Segismund our King! etc. 

— He stares upon us wildly. He cannot speak. 

— I said so — driv'n him mad. 

— Speak to him, Captain. 
Captain. Ob Royal Segismund, our Prince and 

King, 
Look on us — listen to us — answer us. 
Your faithful soldiery and subjects, now 
About you kneeling, but on fire to rise 
And cleave a passage through your enemies, 
Until we seat you on your lawful throne. 
For though your father, King Basilio, 
Now King of Poland, jealous of the stars 
That prophesy his setting with your rise, 
Here holds you ignominiously eclipsed. 
And would Astolfo, Duke of Muscovy, 
Mount to the throne of Poland after himj 
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\ — Onf own King Stgiiumud , etc (TTuj *B ncf.) 

Sic. Agaia 7 So coon 7— What, not jrct done wi ' 
The sun is litde higher np, I Aiak, 
Than when I bst laj down. 
To burr in the depth of jonr own sea 
Yon that iafut its diaUows. 

Capt. Sit I 

Sec And DOW, 

Not in a pobcc. nM in the fine dbtbcs 
We aQ were in : but here, in the old place, 
And in oar dd accontrement — 
Otdj jonr vizors oS. and Upa onlodc'd 
To mock me with that idle title — 

Capt. Nay, 

Indeed no idle title, tmt your own. 
Then, now, and now for ever. For, behcdd. 
Ev'n as I speak, the mountain passes fill 
And bristle widi the advancing sotdiery 
That glitters in yonr rising glory, sir; 
And, at our signal, echo to our cry, 
' Segismtmd, King of Poland I ' etc 

{ShoHls. tmmptti, rf(.) 

Sic Oh, how cheap 

The muster of a ccnntless host of shadows. 
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As iinpotent to do with as to keep ! 

All this they said before — to softer music 

Capt, Soft music, sir, to what indeed were shadows, 
That, following the sunshine of a Court, 
Shall back be brought with it— if shadows sllll, 
Vet to substantial reckoning. 

Seg. They shall ? 

The white-hair'd and white-waiided chamberlain, 
So busy with his wand too — the old King 
That I was somewhat hard on — he had been 
Hard upon me — and the fine feather'd Prince 
Who crow'd so loud — my cousin, — atid another. 
Another cousin, we will not bear hard on — 
And — But Clotaldo? 

Capt. Fled, my Lord, but close 

Pursued; and then — 

Sec. Tken, as he fled before, 

And after he had sworn it on his knees. 
Came back to take me — where I am I — No more. 
No more of this! Away with you ! Begone ! 
Whether but visions of ambirious night 
That morning ought to scatter, or grown out 
Of night's proportions you invade the day 
To scare me from my little wits yet left. 
Begone ! I know I must be near awake, 
Knowing I dream; or, if not at my voice. 
Then vanish at the clapping of my hands, 
Or take this foolish fellow for your sport: 
Dressing me up in visionary glories, 
Which the first air of waking consciousness 
Scatters as fast as from the almander* — 
That, waking one fine morning in full flower. 
One rougher insurrection of the breeze 
Of all her sudden honour disadoms 
To the last blossom, and she stands again 
The winter-naked scare-crow that she was I 



Capt. I know not what to do, i 



what to say. 



With ail this dreaming : I begin to doubt 

They have driv'n him mad indeed, and he and we 
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Are lost together. 

A SoLDiEB {to Captain). Stay, stay; I remember— 
Hark in your ear a momeiit. {H^kUpers.) 

Capt. So — so — so ?— 

Oh, now indeed I do not wonder, sir, 
Your senses dazzle under practices 
Which treason, shrinking from its own device, 
Would now persuade you only was a dream ; 
Bui waking was as absolute as this 
You wake in now, as some who saw you then, 
Prince as you were and are, can testify: 
Not only saw, but under false allegiance 
Laid hands upon — 

Soldier I. I, to my shame! 

Soldier 2. And II 

Capt. Who, to wipe out that shame, have been the 
first 
To stir and lead us — Hark! {Shouts, trumpets, etc.) 

A Soldier. Our forces, sir, 

Challenging King Basillo's, now in sight, 
And bearing down upon us. 

Capt. Sir, you hear; 

A little hesitation and delay. 
And all is lost — your own right, and the lives 
Of those who now maintain it at that cost; 
With you all saved and won ; without, all lost 
That former recognition of your right 
Grant but a dream, if you will have it so ; 
Great things forecast themselves by shadows great: 
Or will you have it, this like that dream too. 
People, and place, and time itself, all dream — 
Yet, being in't, and as the shadows come 
Quicker and thicker than you can escape. 
Adopt your visionary soldiery, 
Who, having struck a solid chain away. 
Now put an airy sword into your hand. 
And harnessing you piece-meal till you stand 
Amidst us all complete in glittering. 
If unsubstantial, steel — 

RosAURA (KBjAffHt). The Prince I The Prince) 
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Capt. Who calls for him? 

Sou The Page who spurr'd us hither, 

f And now, dismounted from a foaming horse — 

Enter Rosaura 

ROSURA. Where is — but where I need no further ask 
Where the majestic presence, all in arms, 
Mutely proclaims and vindicates himself, 

Fife. My darling Lady-lord — 

Ros, My own good Fife, 

Keep to rny side — and silence I — Oh, my Lord, 
For the third time behold me here where first 
You saw me, by a happy misadventure 
Losing my own way here to find it out 
For you to follow with these loyal men, 
Adding the moment of my little cause 
To yours ; which, so much mightier as it is, 
By a strange chance runs hand in hand with mine; 
The self-same foe who now pretends your right. 
Withholding mine — that, of itself alone, 
I know the royal blood that runs in you 
Would vindicate, regardless of your own : 
The right of injured innocence; and, more. 
Spite of this epicene attire, a woman's : 
And of a noble stock I will not name 
Till I, who brought it, have retrieved the shame. 
Whom Duke Astolfo, Prince of Muscovy, 
With all the solemn vows of wedlock won. 
And would have wedded, as I do believe. 
Had not the cry of Poland for a Prince 
Call'd him from Muscovy to join the priie 
Of Poland with the fair Estrella's eyes. 
I, following him hither, as you saw. 
Was cast upon these rocks; arrested by 
Clotaldo: who, for an old debt of love 
He owes my family, with all his might 
Served, and had served me further, till my cause 
Clasb'd with his duly to his sovereign. 
Which, as became a loyal subject, sir, 
(And never sovereign had a loyaller,) 
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Was still his first He carried me to Court, 
Where, for the second time, I cross'd your path; 
Where, as I watch 'd my opportraiity. 
Suddenly broke this public passion out; 
Which, drowning private into public wrong. 
Yet swiftlier sweeps it to revenge along. 

Seg, Oh God, if this be dreaming, charge it not 
To burst the channel of enclosing sleep 
And drown the waking reason ! Not to dream 
Only what dreamt shall once or twice again 
Return to buzz about the sleeping brain 
Till shaken off for ever — 
But reassailing one so quick, so thick — 
The very figure and the circumstance 
I Of sense-confess'd reality foregone 
1 In so-caird dream so palpably repeated, 
I The copy so like the original. 
I We know not which is which ; and dream so-caD'd 

Itself inweaving so inextricably 
I Into the tissue of acknowledged truth; 
I The very figures that empeople it 
Retumbg to assert themselves no phantoms 
In something so much like meridian day, 
And in the very place that not my worst 
And veriest disenchanter shall deny 
For the too well-reraember'd theatre 
Of my long tragedy — Strike up the drums t 
If this be Truth, and all of us awake. 
Indeed a famous quarrel is at stake: 
If but a Vision I will see it out. 
And, drive the Dream, I can but join the rout. 

Capt. And in good time, sir, for a palpable 
Touchstone of truth and rightful vengeance too. 
Here is Golaldo taken. 

Soldiers. In with him ! 

In with the traitor! (Clolaldo brought w.) . 

Seg. Ay, Qotaldo, indeed — 

Himself — in his old habit — his old self — 
What I back again, Clotaldo, for a while 
To swear me this for truth, and afterwards 
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AU for a dreaming lie P 

Clo. Awake or dreaming, 

Down with that sword, and down these traitors theirs, 
Drawn in rebellion 'gainst their Sovereign. 

Seg. (about Io strike). Traitorl Traitor yourself ! — 

But soft — soft — soft! — 
You told me, not so very long ago, 
Awake or dreaming— 1 forget — tny brain 
Is not so clear about it — but I know 
One lest you gave me to discern between. 
Which mad and dreaming people cannot master; 
Or if the dreamer could, so best secure 
A comfortable waking — Was't not so? — 
(roRosAURA). Needs not your intercession now. you sec. 
As in the dream before — 
Clotaldo, rough old nurse and tutor too 
That only traitor wert, to me if true — 
Give him his sword; set him on a fresh horse; 
Conduct him safely through my rebel force; 
And so God speed him to his sovereign's side I 
Give me your hand ; and whether all awake 
Or ail a-dreaminf, ride, Clotatdo, ride— 
Dream-swift — for fear we dreams should overtake. 



(A Battle may be supposed to take place; after which) 



Enter Fife, running 
Fife. God save them both, and save them all ! say 

n— 

Oh — ^what hot workl — Whichever way one turns 

Tlie whittling bullet at one's ears — I've drifted 

Far from my mad young — master — whom I saw 

Tossing upon the very crest of battle, 

Beside the Prince— God save her first of all ! 

With all my heart I say and pray — and so 

Commend Iter to His keeping — hang I — bang ! — bang I — 




J. ^^ for otyMlf — wkrcc vortb His thinldiig of — 
1^ «•• xrtat 1 cm <lo to ure myself 
I^^^^T^ thb (odc. Diitil (h« storm blows over. 

t^|li>iiw'j*fi. ^otls. firing, etc. After some time 
KlKQ Easjuo. Astolpo, and Clotaldo.) 
tCiN& Th* day is lost I 

J\.gx. Do not despair — the rebel* 

Kl>«^ Alai! ihc \'anEiui5h'<l only are the rdx!*. 
Clotauid. Ev'n if this battle lost us. 'tis but one 
Gkio'tl on their side, if you not lost in it; 
y\jiothet tnoment and too late: at once 
T«fcc horse, and to the capital, my liege. 
Where in some safe and holy sanctuary 
Save Poland in your person. 

AsT. Be persuaded: 

You know your son: have tasted of his temper; 
At his first onset threatening unprovoked 
The crime predicted for his last and worst. 
How whetted now with such a taste of blood, 
And thus far conquest 1 

King. Ay, and bow he fought I 

Oh how he fought, Astolfo; ranks of men 
Falling as swathes of grass before the mower; 
I could but pause to gaze at him. although. 
Like the pale horseman of the Apocalypse, 
Each moment brought him nearer — Yet I say, 
I could but pause and gaze on him, and pray 
Poland had such a warrior for her king. 

AsT. The cry of triumph on the other side 
Gains ground upon us here — there's but a moment 
For you, my liege, to do, for me to speak, 
Who back must to the field, and what man may 
Do, to retrieve the fortune of the day. (Firing.) 

Fire {falling forward, shot). Oh, Lord, have mercy 

on me. 
King, What a shriek — 
Oh. some poor creature wounded in a cause 
Perhaps not worth the loss of one poor life 1 — 
So joang too — and no soldier — 
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Fife. 



A poor lad, 
leek with death, 



Who choosing play at hi 

Just hid where death just came to look for him; 

For there's no place, I think, can keep him out, 

Once he's his eye upon you. All grows dark — 

You glitter finely too — Well^ — we are dreaming — 

Eut when the bullet's off— Heaven save the mark! 

So tell my mister — mastress — (Dies.) 

tKiNG. Oh God I How this poor creature's ignorance 
Confounds our so-call'd wisdom! Even now 
When death has stopt his lips, the wound through which 
His soul went out, still with its bloody tongue 
Preaching how vain our struggle against fatel 
(Voices wifhin). After them! After them! This 
wayl This way! 
The day is otirs — Down with Basilio, etc 
AsT, Fly, sir — 
King. And slave-like flying not out-ride 

The fate which better like a King abide I 
Enter Segismund, Rosaura, Soldiers, etc. 
Seg. Where is the King? 
King {prostrating himself). Behold him,— by this late 
Anticipation of resistless fate. 
Thus underneath your feet his golden crown. 
And the white head that wears it, laying down, 
His fond resistance hope to expiate. 

Seg. Princes and warriors of Poland — you 
That stare on this unnatural sight aghast. 
Listen to one who, Heaven -in spired to do 
What in its secret wisdom Heaven forecast. 
By that same Heaven instructed prophet-wise 
To justify the present in the past. 
What in the sapphire volume of the skies 
Is writ by God's own finger misleads none. 
But him whose vain and misinstructed eyes. 
They mock with misinterpretation. 
Or who, mistaking what he rightly read, 
111 commentary makes, or misapplies 
Thinking to shirk or thwart it. Which has done 
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■ ttf tbis TCoenbk h«ad ; 

^Nlbk «4h pnmded with the secret key 
Vk thM toU iMiabet. hinisclf made me. 

IMuaK. I My, the savage he fore-read 

l^te aoBtcbcnr should be charged with ; oipp'd the growth 

0( better oature in constraint and skith. 

That ooly bring to bear the seed of wrong 

And tnm'd the stream to futy whose out-barsi 

Had kepi hJi lawful channel uncoerced, 

Aod fertilized the land he flow'd along. 

Then like to some unskilful duellist, 

"Who having over-reached himself pushing too hard 

His foe, or but a moment off his guard — 

What odds, when Fate is one's antagonist ! — 

Nay, more, this royal father, self-dismay'd 

At having Fate against himself array'd. 

Upon himself the verj- sword he knew 

Should wound him, down upon his bosom drew. 

That might well handled, well have wrought; or, kept 

Undrawn, have harmless in the scabbard slept. 

But Fate shall not by human force be broke, 

^or foil'd by human feint; the Secret leam'd 

Against the scholar by that master tum'd 

Who to himself rescr\-es the master-stroke. 

Witness whereof this venerable Age, 

Thrice crown'd as Sire, and Sovereign, and Sage, 

Dou-n to the very dust di^hooour'd by 

Tlie very means he tempted to defy 

The irresistible. And shall not I, 

Till now the mere dumb instrument that wrought 

The battle Fate has with my father fought. 

Now the mere mouth-piece of its victory — 

Oh, shall not 1, the champion's sword laid down, 

Be yet more shamed to wear the teacher's gown. 

And, blushing at the part I had to play, 

E>own where that honour'd head I was to lay 

By this more just suLmission of my own. 

The treason Fate has forced on me atone? 

Kjng, Ob, Segismund. in whom I see indeed. 
Out of the ashes of my self-«xtinctioii 
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A better self revive; if not beneath 

Your feet, beneath your better wisdom bow'd, 

The Sovereignty of Poland I resign, 

With this its golden symbol; which if thus 

Saved with its silver head inviolate, 

Shall nevermore be subject to decline; 

But when the head that it alights on now 

Falls honour'd by the very foe that must, 

As all things mortal, lay it in the dust. 

Shall star-like shift lo his successor's brow. 
Shouts, trumpets, etc. God save King Segismund 1 
Seg. For wliat remains — 

As for my own, so for my people's peace, 

Astolfo's and Estrella's plighted hands 

I disunite, and taking iicrs to mine, 

His to one yet more dearly his resign. 
Shouts, etc. God save EstrelJa, Queen of Poland! 



Seg. (to Cloialdo). 
That with unflinching duty to your King, 
Till countermanded by the mightier Power, 
Have held your Prince a captive in the tower. 
Henceforth as strictly guard him on the thront 
No less ray people's keeper than my own,* 

You stare upon me all, amazed lo hear 
The word of civil justice from such lips 
As never yet seem'd tuned to such discourse. 
But hsten — In that same enchanted tower. 
Not long ago I learn'd it from a dream 
Expounded by this ancient prophet here; 
And which he told me, should it come again. 

In C»td«-on'a diam*. ihs Soldier wLo !iber»iEs Sc(iiBiund i 
n WDTie KCDinuenu Ihui in tbe version bclDO. I auppoic 
'ing diux (gainst protpcioui titison wu ncccisaiy in [1 



You 



LcB tQ your prince's ai 

LoTil, than lo the recon 
The iDWft he leiTcs I i 
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How I should bear myself beneath it; not 
As then with angry passion all on fire, 
Arguing and making a distemper'd soul ; 
But ev'n with justice, mercy, self-control. 
As if the dream J walk'd in were no dream. 
And conscience one day to account for it. 
A dream it was in which I thought myself. 
And you that liail'd me now then hail'd me King, 
In a brave palace that was all my own. 
Within, and all without it, mine ; until, 
Drunk with excess of majesty and pride, 
Methought 1 tower'd so high and swell'd so wide. 
That of myself I burst the glittering bubble. 
That my ambition had about me blown. 
And all again was darkness. Such a dream 
As this in which I may be walking now; 
Dispensing solemn justice to you shadows. 
Who make believe to listen; but anon, 
With all your glittering arms and equipage. 
King, princes, captains, warriors, plume and steel. 
Ay, ev'n with all your airy theatre. 
May flit into the air you seem to rend 
With acclamation, leaving me to wake 
In the dark lower ; or dreaming that I wake 
From this that waking is ; or this and that 
Both waking or both dreaming; such a doubt 
Confounds and clouds our mortal life about. 
And, whether wake or dreaming, this I know, 
How dream-wise human glories come and go; 
Whose momentary tenure not to break. 
•- Walking as one who knows he soon may wake. 
So fairly carry the full cup, so well 
Disorder'd insolence and passion quell. 
That there be nothing after to upbraid 
Dreamer or doer in the pan he play'd, 
Whether To-morrow's dawn shall break the spell. 
Or the Last Trumpet of the eternal Day, 
When Dreaming with the Night shall pass away 

lExeuHt. 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 



Pierre Corneille ivas born in Rouen in 1606. Ihe son of an 
official: M«J>t educattd by the Jesuits, and practised unsuccessfully 
as a lawyer. His dramatic career began with Ihe comedy of 
"Afilile," but it was by his "Midie" that he first proved his 
tragic genius. "The Cid" appeared in 1636, and a series of 
masterpieces followed— "Horace" "Cinna," " Polyeucte," "Le 
MenteuT." After a failure in "Perlharile" he retired from the 
stage, deeply hurl by Ihe disapproval of his audience. Sti yean 
later he resumed p!ay-wriling with "CEdipe" and continued till 
^674. producing in all some thirty plays. Though he earned a 
great reputation, he was poorly Paid: and a proud and sensitive 
nature laid him open to considerable suffering. He died in 16S4. 

The works of Cornetlle represent most fully the ideal of 
French so-called "classical" tragedy. The laws to which this 
type of tragedy sought to conform were not so much truth lo 
nature as Ihe principles which the critics had derived from a 
somewhat inadequate interpretation of Aristotle and of the prac- 
tise of the Creek tragedians. These principles concentrated the 
interest of the play upon a single central situation, in order lo 
emphasise which, subordinate characters and complicating under- 
plots were avoided as much as possible. There was little or no 
action upon the stage, and the events of Ihe plot were narrated 
by messengers, or by the main characters in conversation with 
confidantes. Further, Ihe "dramatic unities" of time and flace, 
as well as of action, were held to be binding. 

One result of these rules was to give an extraordinary impor- 
tance to the speeches: and it is in the eloquence of these, in the 
grandeur and dignity of the versification, and in the lofty moral 
elevation of Ihe clmraclers that CometUt excels. All of thesl 
qualities are admirably exemplified in "Folyeucte' : and in the 
conduct of the leading personages one may perceive the most 
persistent trail of this dramatist's treatment of heroic character 
—the conquest of the passions by the reason and the will. 
"Among the masterpieces of Corneille," says Paul de Saint- 
Victor, "'Folyeucte' is assuredly the greatest; and nothing in 
all his dramas equals the extraordiitary beauty of the character 
of 'Pauline.' " 
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CHARACTERS 

Fbliz, Govrrtior of Armenia. 

PoLVEUCTE, an Armenian noble, soti-in-lavr la Felix. 

Sbvibus. a Roman Knight, favourite of the Emperor Dteim. 

NsASCHtrs, an Armenian noble, friend lo Polyenete. 

Pauline, daughter lo Felix, wife lo Polyeucle. 

Stkatomicb, companion lo Pauline. 

Albir, friend lo Felix. 

Fabian, lervanl to Severtts, 

Clbon, friend lo Felix. 

TuBCE Guards. 



ACT I 
Pol YEUCTE. N earch us 
Nearchus 

SHALL woman's dream of terror hurl the dart? 
Oh, feeble weajKin 'gainst so great a heart ! 
Must courage proved a thousand times in arms 
Bow to a peril forged by vain alanns? 

PoLV. I know that dreams are born to fade away. 
And melt in air before the light of day; 
I know that misty vapours of the night 
Dissolve and fly before (he morning bright. 
The dream is naught — but the dear dreamer — allt 
She has my soul, Nearchus, fast in thrall; 
Who holds the marriage torch — august, divine, 
Bids me to her sweet voice my will resign. 
She fears my death — tho' baseless this her fright, 
Pauline is wrung with fear — by day — by night; 
My road to duty hampered by her fears, 
71 
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How can I go when all undried her tears? 
Her terror 1 disown — and all alarms, 
Yet pity holds me in her loving arms; 
No bolts or bars imprison, — yet her sighs 
My fetters are — my conquerors, her eyes ! 
Say, kind Nearchus, is the cause you press 
Such as to make me deaf to her distress? 
The bonds I slacken I would not unloose — 
Nothing I yield — yet grant a timely truce. 

Near. How grant you know not what ? Arc you assure 
Of constancy? — as one who has endured? 
God claims your soul for Him! — Now! Now I To-dayl J 
The fruit to-morrow yields — oh, who shall say ? 
Our God is just, but do His grace and power 
Descend on recreants with equal shower? 
On darkened souls His flame of light He turns. 
Yet flame neglected soon but faintly bums, 
And dying embers fade to ashes cold 
If we the heart His spirit wooes withhold. 
Great Heaven retains the fire no longer sought. 
While ashes turn to dust, and dust to naught. 
His holy baptism He bids thee seek, — 
Neglect the call, and the desire grows weak. 
Ah 1 whilst from woman's breast thou heedsl the sighs. 
The flame first flickers, then, untended — dies ! 

Poly. You know me ill, — 'tis mine, that holy fire^ 
Fed, not extinguished, by unslaked desire; 
Her tears — I view them with a lover's eye ; 
And yet your Christ is mine — a Christian I ! 
The healing, cleansing flood o'er nie shall flow, 
I would efface the stain from birth 1 owe; 
I would be pure — my sealed eyes would see I 
The birthright Adam lost restored to me — 
This, this, the unfading crown I For this I ycam. 
For that exhaustless fotmt I thirst, I burn. 
Then, since my heart is true, Nearchus, say — 
Shall I not grant to pity this delay ? 

NcAK. So doth the ghostly foe our souls abuse, 
And all beyond his force he gains by ruse; 
He hates Uie purpose fast he cannot foil, — 
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Then he retreats — retreats hut to recoil ! 
In endless barricade obstruction piles. — 
To-day 'tis tears impede, to-morrow — smiles I 
And this poor dream — his coinage of the night- 
Gives place to other lures, all falsely bright: 
All tricks he knows and uses — threats and prayers- 
Attacks in parley — as the Parthian dares. 
Li chain unheeded weakest link must fail, 
So fortress yet unwon he'll mount and scale. 
O break his bonds ! Let feeble woman weep 1 
The heart that God has touched 'tis God must keep! 
Who looks behind to dally with his choice 
When Heaven demands — obeys another voice ! 

Poly. Who loves thy Christ — say, must he love no other? 

Near. He may — he must! 'Tis Christ says, 'Love thy 
brother,' 
Yet on the altar of the Heavenly King 
No rival place, no alien incense fling! 
Through Him — by Him — for Him— all goodness know! 
'Tia from the source alone each stream must flow. 
To please Him, wife, and wealth, and rank, and state 
Must be forsaken — strait the heavenly gate. 
Poor silly sheep! afar you err and stray 
From Him who is The Life, The Truth, The Way! 
My grief chokes utterance ! I see your fate. 
As rotuid the fold the hungry wolves of hate 
Closer and fiercer rage: from sword and flarae 
One shelter for His flock — one only Name! 
The Cross alone our victor over fears, 
Not this thy strength, — thy pica — a woman's tears! 

Poly. I know thy heart ! It is mine own — the tear 
My pity drops hath ne'er a taint of fear ! 
WTio dreads not torture, yet — to give relief 
To her he loves, perforce must ease her grief ! 
If Heaven should claim my life, my death, my all, — 
Then Heaven will give the strength to heed the call. 
The shepherd guides me surely to the fold. 
There, safe with Him, 'tis He will make me bold I 

Near. Be bold I O come ! 

Yes, let thy faith be min«I 
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There — at his feet — do I my life resign 

If but Pauline — my love — would give consent f 

Else heaven were hell, and home but banishment ! 

Near. Come! — to return. Thrice welcome to her 
sight, 
To see thee safe will double her delight: 
As the pierced cloud unveils a brighter sun, — 
So is her joy enhanced — thy glory won 1 
O come, they wait ! 

Poly. Appease her fear ! Ah, this 

Alone will give her rest — her lover bliss. 
She comes I 

Near. Then fly I 

PoLV. I cannot ! 

Neab, To deny 

Would yield thine enemy the victory ! 
He loves to kill, and knows his deadliest dart 
Finds friend within the fort — thy traitor heart t 



Enler Pauline and Stsatonice 

Poly. I needs must go, Pauline! My love, good-bye! 
I go but to return — for thine am 1 1 

Paul. Oh, why this haste to leave a loving wife? 
Doth honour call? — or fear'st thou for thy life? 

Poly. For more, a thousandfold ! 

Paul. Great Gods above I 

Poly. Thou hast my heart ! Let this content thy love ! 

Paul. You love and yet you leave me. What am I ? 
Not mine to solve the dreary mystery ! 

Poly. I love thee more than self — than life — than fam^— 
But 

pAin,. There is something that thou dar'st not name. 
Oh, on my knees I supplicate, I pray, 
Remove my darkness 1 — turn my night to day ! 

Poly. Oh, dreams are naught ! 

Paul. Yet, when they tell of thw; ' 

I needs must listen, for I love ! Ah me I 

Poly. Take courage, dear one, 'tis but for an hour. 
Thy love must draw me back, for lore hath power 
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O'er all in earth and heaven. My soul's delight, 

I can no more ! My only safety — flight 1 

[Extunt PoLYEUCTK and Nearchos. 
Paul. Yes, go, despise my prayer — my agony ; 

Go, ruthless — meet thy fate — forewarned by me ; 

Chase thy pursuer, herald thine own doom ; 

Go, kiss the murderer's hand, and hail the tomb! 

Ah, Stratonice ! for our boasted power 

As sovereigns o'er man's heart '. Poor regents of an hour! 

Faint, helpless, moonbeam -light was all I gave. 

The sun breaks forth — his queen becomes his slave I 

Wooed? Yes; as other queens I held my court — 

Won — but to lose my crown, and be the sport 

Of proud, absorbing and imperious man I 

Strat. Ah, man does what he wills — we, what we can; 

He loves thee, lady ! 

Paul. Love should mate with trust ; 

He leavea mc ! 

Stkat. Lady, 'tis because he must! 

He loves thee with a love will never die, 

Then, if he leave thee, reason not (he why : 

Give him thy trust! Oh, thou shall have reward. 

For thee he hides the secret ! Let him guard 
I Thy life beloved— in fullest liberty. 
I The wife who wholly trusts alone is free! 

One heart for thee and him — one purpose sure, 

Yet this heart beats to dare — and to endure. 

The wife's true heart must o'er the peril sigh 

Which meets his heart moved but to purpose high; 

Thy pain his pain, but not his terror thine: 
L He is Armenian, thou of Roman line. 
I We. of Armenia, mock thy dreams to scorn, 
f For they are bom of night, as truth of mom; 

While Romans hold that dreams are heaven-sent, 

And spring from Jove for man's admonishment. 
Patji, Though this thy faith — if thou my dream shouldst 
hear — 

My grief must needs be thine, thy fear my fear. 

And, that the horror thou may'st fully prove, 
t Know that I — his dear wife— did once another lovel 
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${|l>^ Mftrl not. shrink not, 'tis do tale of shame, 

Vtar Umagh in other years the beavcnl; flame 

Ounmkd. kindled, scorched — it left me pure — 

Whh courage to resign — with strength to endore, I 

He touched my heart, but never stained the soul 

That gained this hardest conquest — self-coniroi. 

At Rome — where i was bom — a soldier's eye 

Marked this poor face, from which must Polyencte fly; 

Scverus was his name : — Ah ! memory 

May spare love linked with death a tear, a sigh ! 

Strat, Say, is it he who, at the risk of life, 
Saved Decius from his foes and endless strife? 
Who, dying, dealt to Persia stroke of death. 
And shouted ' Victory ! ' with his latest breath? 
His whitening bones, amtd the nameless brave. 
Lie still unfound, unknown, without a grave; 
Unburied lies his dust amid the slain, 
While Decius rears an empty urn in vain ! 

Paul. Alas ! 'tis he ; all Rome attests his worth,— 
Hide not his memorj-. kindly Mother Earth ! 
'Tis but his memory that I adore — 
The past is past — and 1 can say no more. 
All gifts save one had he — yes, Fortune held her band. 
And I, as Fortune's slave, obeyed my sire's command- 

Strat. Ah ! I must wish that love the day had woo I 

Paul. Which duty lost — then had I been undone; 
Though duty gave, yet duty healed, my pain ; 
Yet say not that my love was weak or vain ! 
Our tears fell fast, yet ne'er bore our distress 
The fatal fruit of strife and bitterness. 
Then, then. I left my hero, hope and Rome, 
And, far from him. t found another home;' 
While he. in his despair, sought sure relief 
In death, the only end to life's long grief! 
You know the rest: — you know that Polyeucte's eye 
Was caught, — his fancy pleased; his wife am I. 
Once more by counsel of my father led, 
To Armenia's greatest noble am 1 wed; 
Ambition, prudence, policy his guide, 
Yet only duty made Pauline his bride; 
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Love might liave bound me to Severus' heart, 
Had duly not enforced a sterner part. 
Yes, let these fears attest, ail trembling for his life. 
That I am his for aye — his faithful, loving wife. 

Sthat. Thy new love true and tender as the old :— 
But this thy dream ? No more thy tale withhold 1 

Paul. Last night I saw Severus : hut his eye 
With anger blazed; his port was proud and high, 
No suppliant he — no feeble, formless shade, 
With dim, averted eye; no sword had made 
My hero lifeless ghost. Nor wound, nor scar 
Marked death his only conqueror in war. 
Nor spoil of death, nor memory's child was he. 
His mien triumphant, full of majesty I 
So might victorious Caesar near his home 
To claim the key to every heart in Rome ! 
He spoke: in nameless awe I heard his voice, — 
' Give love, that is my due, to him — thy choice, — 
But know, oh faithless one, crc day expires. 
All vain these tears for him thy heart desires I ' 
Anon a Christian band (an impious horde). 
With shameful cross in hand, attest his word; 
They vouch Severus' truth — and, to complete 
My doom, hurl Polyeucte beneath his feet ! 
I cried, ■ O father, timely succour bear ! ' 
He beard, he came, my grief was now despair! 
He drew his dagger — plunged it in the breast 
Of him, my husband, late his honoured guest ! 
Relief came but from agony supreme— 
I shrieked — I writhed — I woke — it was a dreamt 
And yet my dream is true ! 

Strat. 'Tis true your dream is sad. 

But now you are awake, 'tis but a dream you had t 
For horror's prey in darkness of the night 
la but our reason's sport in morning light. 
How can you dread a shade? How a fond father fear, 
Who as a son regards the man you hold so dear ? 
To phantom of the night no credence yield; 
For him and you he chose thy strength and shield. 

pADi. You say his words : at all my fears he smiles. 
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But I must dread these Christians and their wiles I 
I dread their vengeance, wreaked upon my lord, 
For Christian blood my father has outpoured I 

Strat. Their sect is impious, mad, absurd and vain, 
Their rites repulsive, as their cult profane. 
Deride their aliar, their weak freniy ban. 
Yet do they war with gods and not with man ! 
Relentless wills our law that they must die: 
Their joy — endurance; death — their ecstasy; 
Judged — by decree, the foes of human race. 
Meekly their heads they bow — to court disgrace I 

Paul. My 'ather comes — oh, peace I 

Enter Felix and Albin 

Fixix. Nay, peace is flowat I 
Thy dream begets dull fears, till now unknown ; 
In part this dream Is true, and for the rest 

Paul. By what new fear, say, is thy heart opprcst ? 

Felix. Scverus lives ! 

Paul. Ah ! this no cause for fear ! 

FELi.t. At Decius' court, he, held in honour dear, 
Risk.'d life to save his Emperor from his foes, 
'Tis to his saviour Decius honour shows I 

Paul. Thus fickle Fortune bows her head to fate, 
And pays the honour due, though all too late I 

Felix, He conies! Is near 

Paul. The gods 

Felix. Do all things welLi| 

PAtJL. My dream fulfilled I But how? O father, tell 1 

Felix. Let Albin speak, who saw him face to face 
With tribe of courtiers; all to him give place; 
Unscathed in battle, all extol his fame, 
Unstained, undimmcd. his glory, life and namet 

Albin. You know the issue of that glorious fight: 
The crowning glory his — who. in despite 
Of danger sore to life and liberty, 
Became a slave to set his Emperor free: 
Rome gave her honours to Severus' shade. 
Whilst he, her ransomer. in a dungeon stayed. 
His death they mourned above teo thousand slain. 
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Wliile Persia held him — yes, their tears were vain, 
But not in vain his noble sacrifice t 
The king released him: Rome grudged not the price; 
No Persian bribe could tempt him from his home. 
When Decius cried — 'Fight once again for Rome!' 
Again he fights — he leads — all others hope resign; 
But from despair's deep breast he plucks a star benign, 
This — hope's fair fruit, contentment, plenty, ease, 
Brings joy from grief, to crown a lasting peace. 
The Emperor holds him as his dearest friend. 
And doth Severus to Armenia send — 
To offer up to Mars, and mighty Jove, 
'Mid feast and sacrifice, his thanks and love. 

Felix. Ah, Fortune, turn thy wheel, else I misfortune 
meet! 

Aj-BtN, This news I leam'dfrom one of great Severus' suite; 
Thence, swiftly here, the tale to tell I sped. 

Fexix. He who once vainly wooed, hopes now to wed. 
The sacrifice, the offering, all are feigned, 
All but the suit, which lightly I disdained. 

Paui„ Yes, this may be, for ah! he loved me well! 

Felix. What room for hope? Such wrath is child of hell. 
Before his righteous ire I shrink. I cower: 
Revenge I dread — and vengeance linked with power 
Unnerves mc quite. 

Paul. Fear not, his soul is great. 

Felix. Thy comfort, oh my dau^hier, comes too late. 
The thought to crush me down, to turn my heart to stone. 
This, that I prized not worth for worth's dear sake alone I 
Too well, Pauline, thou hast thy sire obeyed; 
Thy heart was fond, but duty love betrayed. 
How surely thy revolt had safety won ! 
Tis thine obedience leaves us all undone. 
In thee, in thee alone, one hope remains, 
' Love held him fast, relax not thou love's chains. 
O Love, my sometime foe, forgive, be mine ally. 
And let the dart that slew now bring the remedy ! 

Paul. Forbid it. Heaven ! One good yet mine, — Itty wiU, 
The dart that wounded has the power to kill. 
Oot kuoo woman leariw— her feebleness ; 
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I Shame is the only grief without redress. 
""' ' ' a prisoner b 



r heart shall still a 



I were disgrace to thee and me I 



But one word! Be kind I 



I / uill not see him ! 

Felix. 

Paul, I will not, for I love ! — and love is blind. 
Before his kingly eye my soul to unveil 
Were shame and failure: and I will not fail: 
/ will HOl see him 1 

Felix. One word more — ' Obey ! ' 

Wouldst thou thy father and his weal betray ? 

Paul. I yield ! Come woe ! — come shame ! — come every ill ) 
My father thou 1 — and I thy daughter stil) ! 

Felix. I know thee pure, 

P\UL. And pure I will remain. 

But, crushed and bruised, the flower no guilt shall stain. 
I fear the combat that I may not fly, — 
Hard-won the fight, and dear the victory. 
Here, love, my curse 1 Here, dearest friend, my foe ! 
Yet will I arm me ! Father, 1 would go 
To steel my heart — all weapons to embrace! 

FcLix. I too will go, the conqueror's march to grace ! 
Restore thy strength, ere yet it be too late. 
And know that in thy hands thou hold'st our fatel 

Paul. Go. broken heart, to probe thy wound ; cut deep and 
do not spare ! 
Herself — the croivning sacrifice — the victim shall prepare 1 



ACT II 

Severus. Fabian 
Sev. Let Felix bow to Jove and incense pour, — 
I seek a dearer shrine, for I adore 
Nor Jove, nor Mars, nor Fortune— but Pauline. 
This fruit now ripening late my hand would glean; 
You know, my friend, the god who wings my way, — 
You know the only goddess I obey: 
What reck the gods on high our sacrifice and prayer? 
An earthly worship mine, sole refuge from despair t 
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Fabian. Ah I You may see her 

Sev. BleasW be thy tongnel 

O magic word, that turns my grief to song ! 
Yel, if she now forget each fair, fond vow? 
She loved me once, — but does she love me now? 
On that sweet face shall I but trouble see — 
Who hope for love undimmed, for ecstasy? 
Great Decius gives her hand, but if her heart 
Be mine no mere — than let vain hope depart! 
This mandate binds her father only; she 
Shall give no captive hand — her heart is free: 
No promise wrung, no king's command be mine to claim. 
Her love the boon 1 crave ; all else an empty name ! 

Fabiak. Yes, — ^you may — see her — see her — this you 
may — 

Sev. Thy speech is halting— odious thy delay ! 
She loves no more? I grope! O give me light! 

FabiaH. O see her not. for painful were the sight t 
In Rome each matron's kind! In Rome all maids are fair! 
Let lips meet other lips — seek for caresses there ! 
No stately Oaudia will refuse — no Julia proud disdain; 
A hero captures every heart, from Antioch to Spain ! 

Sev, To wed a queen — an empress — were only loss and 
Shame; 
One heart for me — Pauline's! One boast — that dearest 

name! 
Her love was virgin gold ! O ne'er shall baser metal ring 
From mine, who live her name to hless I her peerless praise 

to sing I 
O. words are naught, till that I see her face, — 
Then doubly naught till I my love embrace. 
In every war my hope was placed in death, 
Her name upon my lips at every breath : 
My rank, my fame, now hers and hers alone. 
What is not hers, hers only — I disown ! 

Fabian. Once more, oh see her not, 'twere for thy peace I 

Sev. Thy meaning, knave, or let this babble cease! 
Say, was she cold ? My love ! My only life I 

Fabian. No— but — my lord 

Ssv. Ss^ t™ I 



I 



I 
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Fabiak. 

Svr. (Reels.) Help 



!— No. I 



Ue! 



Another's wife! 
viW not blench — ah, say yOO 



—ye gods — can I be I ? 

I art changed. Where i 



thy coorage | 



If this be tme!- 

Fabian. 
fled? 

Sw. I know not, Fabian. Lost! Gone! Vanished! Dead I 'j 
I thought my strength was oak — 'tis but a reed ! 
Pauline is wed, then am I lost indeed! 
Hope hid beyond the cloud, yet still fond hope was there: 
But now all hope h dead, lives only black despair! 
Pauline another's wife? 

Fabian. Yes, Polyeucte is her lord. 

He came, he saw, he conquered thine adored, 

Sev. Her choice is not unworthy— his a name 
Illustrious, from a line of kings he came — 
Cold comfort for a wound no cure can heal ! 
My cause is lost. — foredoomed without appeal t 
Malignant Jove, to drag me back to-day ! 
Relentless Fate, to quench hope's dawning ray ! 
Take back your gifts ! One boon alone I crave. 
Thai only boon to none denied — the grave. 
Yet would I see her, breathe one last good-bye. 
Would hear once more that voice before I die I 
My latest breath would still my homage pay, — 
That memory mine, when lost to realms of day. 

Fabian. Yet think, my lord 

Sev. Oh, I have thought of all| i 

What worscr ill can dull despair befall ? 
She will not see mc? 

Fabian, Yes, niy lord, but 

Sev. Cease 1 

Fabian. 'Twill but enhance the grief I would appeas& 

Sev. For hopeless ill, good friend, I seek no cure. 
Who welcomes death can life's short pain endure t 

Fabian, O lost indeed, if round her fatal light yon | 
hover! — 
The lover, losing all, speaks hardly like a lover 1 
While passion still is lord — the passion-swept is slave- 
f rom thia last bitterness would I Severtu save I 
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Sev. That word, my friend, unsay ; tho' grie£ this bosom 
tear, 
The hand that wounds I kiss — love vanquishes despair; 
Fate only, not Pauline, the foe that I accuse. 
No plighted faith she breaks who did this hand refuse. 
Duty — her father — Fate — these willed, she but obeyed; 
Not hers the woe, the strife that envious Ate made ! 
Untimely, Fortune's shower must drown me, not revive; 
Too lavish and loo late her fatal gifts arrive. 
The golden apple falls, the gold is turned to dross r 
When Fate at Fortune mocks, all gain is only loss! 

Fabian. Yes, I will go to tell her thou hast drained 
To the last drop the cup that Fate ordained. 
She knows thee hero, hut she feared that pain 
Might prove thee also man — by passion slain. 
She feared Despair, who gains the victory 
O'er other men, might e'en thy master be! 

Sev. Peace I Peace 1 She comes ! 

Fabiak. To thine own self be truel 

Sev. Nay ! True to her ! Shall I her life undo ? 
She loves the Armenian ! 

EnUr Pauline 
Paul. Yes, that debt I pay, 

Hard-wnmg, acquitted. — his my love alway! 
Who has my hand, he holds — shall hold — my heart I 
Truth is my guide, — let sophistry depart I 
Had Fate been kind, then had Pauline been thine, 
Heart, faith and duty, linked with bliss divine. 
In vain had fickle Fortune barred the way, 
Want had been wealth with thee, my guide, my stay. 
And poverty had fallen from the wings 
Of soaring love, who mocks the wealth of kings! 
Not mine to choose, for he — my father's choice — 
Must needs be mine ; yes, when I heard his voice. 
Duty must echo he; if thou couldst cast 
Before my feet an emperor's crown, — a past 
By worth and glory lit— beloved, adored — 
Yet at my father's word, ' Not this thy lord; 
Take one despised — nay, loatbed — to share tliy fced,' — 
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If prostrate from the blow, there yet remains oi life 
Enough to summon death, and end the piteous strife I 

Paul. My grief, too deep for voice, shall silent be, 
There, in my chamber, will I pray for thee ! 
When thou art gone, great Heaven shall hear ray cry; 
Griefs fruit for thee be hope — death — immonalitr! 

Scv. Now with my loss alone lei Fate contented be ! 
May Heaven shower bliss and peace on Polyeucte and theelfl 

Paul. Stem Fate obeyed, end, Death, hia agony. 
And Jove receive my hero — to the sky ! 

Sev. Thou wast my heaven ! 

Paul. My father I obeyed — 

Sev, O Ticlim pure, obedient, undismayed ! 
Pauline — loo fair — too dear — I can no more! 

Paitl, So must I say — depart — where I adore ! 

[Exit SsnsoMi^ 

Strat. Yes, it is hard — most sad — behold my tears I 
But now, at least, there is no cause for fears: 
Thy dream is but a dream— is naught, is vain; 
Severus pardons. Gone that cause for pain! 

Paul, Oh, if from pity start thy easy tear, 
Add not that other woe — forgotten fear! 
Ah I let rac breathe, some respite give from trouble. 
Those fears, half-dead, thou dost revive, redouble! 

Stiiat. What dost thou dread? 

Paul. Heaven — hell — earth — empty airl J 

All, all is food for dread to my despair, 
As thou unveil'st. begirt in lurid light. 
The pallid ghost that slew me in the night ! 

Strat. Severus he by name, yet noble in his heart i' 

Paul. Ah, Polyeucte bathed in blood ! Depart I depart/ 1 

Strat. For Polyeucte's welfare did Severus prayl 

Paul, Yes, yes, his heart is great: be that my stay I 
Yet, tho' his truth, his faith, well-proved be, 
Most baleful is his presence here to me; 
Yea, tho' he would all ill for me undo — 
Yet he hath power, he loves — he came to woo, 

Enter Polyeucte and Neabchus 
PoLV. The source o£ tears is dry, oh, weep no mor^ 
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Thy grief lay down, thy fearful heart reitorc I 
Let night's dark dream with superstition die. 
The dream is past, for here in life am I ! 

Paul. The day is young, and oh, the day is long,— 
And half the dream is true, and Fate 19 strong; 
Scverus have 1 seen, who thought him dead! 

Poly. I know it! Let no tear for this be shed! 
Secure with thee am I ! Tho' great the knight. 
Thy father will command to do me right ; 
The general is a man of honour, — he 
Would ne'er that honour dim by treachery ! 
He comes in amity, our friend, our guest; 
To greet his worth and valour now my quest. 

PAtJL. Radiant he came, who left me hopeless, sad. 
But he will come no more, — this grace I had. 

Poly. ^VTiat? Thinkest thou that I can jealous be? 

Paul. An outrage this on him, on thee, on me ! 
He came in peace, who all my peace hath marred. 
Who would run safely, every step must guard; 
The wife who danger courts but courts her fall — 
My husband, aid me I— I would tell thee all ! 
His worth, his charm, do my weak hearth enflame — 
A traitor here! And he is aye the same! 
If I should gaze, and long — 'gainst virtue, honour, sense, 
The citadel I yield, and mine my own defence ! 
I know my virtue sure, and fair my fame, 
But struggle is defeat, — and combat shame ! 

PoLV, Oh, true thy shield, thy victory is won. 
He only who has lost thee is undone : 
His noble grief the cost of all my bliss, 
Ah, Cleopatra's pearl was naught to this! 
The more my faults I see, the more thy truth 1 learn, 
The more do I admire 

Ettlcr Cleon 

Clkon. ^ly lord, the altars bum 

With holy fire. The victim they prepare : 
On thee alone they wait, our rites to share. 

PoLV. Go, we do follow thee! 

PadU I cannot go; 
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Severus flies my ^igbt ; to him I owe 
My absence — not, alas I to him alone ! 
Go thou, and oh, remember he is great ; 
In his sole hands Severus holds thy fate ! 

Poly. A foe so great, so noble, is a friend. 
Oh, not from him the lance that Heaven will send ! 

[Exeunt Pauline, Stratonice and ClesitJ 

Near. Where go'st thou? 

Poly. To the temple is the call. 

Near. What! Wouldst thon mingle in their heath 
brawl ? 
Thou art a Christian, and canst thou forget? 

Poly. Canst ihou, who fore mine eyes tbe cross didst setH 

Near. Not mine their gods ! 

Poly. He calls me 1 I must go ! 

NtAB- I fly their altars ! 

Poly. I would overthrow ! 

Not mine to fly a worship I disown, 
By me Jehovah, King of kings, be known ! 
Not mine to tremble as I kiss the rod ! 
I conquer by the Cross, I fight for God ! 
Thou wouldst abstain ! For me another course — 
From Heaven the call, and Heaven will give the force! 
What! Yield to evil! His Cross on my brow! 
His freemen we ! fight, Nearchus, now ! 
For us our Lord was scourged, pierced, tortured, slain ! 
For us He bled ! Say, has He died in vain ? 

Near. Let timely moderation temper zeal ! 

Poly. His— His alone am I ! His woe my weal ! 

Near. In love with death? 

Poly. For Him I love I die I 

He died for me ! So death is victory ! 

Near. Thy flesh is weak! 

Poly. Yet He will make me boldl 

Near. Atid if thou waver? 

PoLV. He will me uphold ! 

Near. To tempt the Lord thy God were an offence. 

Poly. He is my shield — hence! cursed tempter, hence [ 

Near. In time of need the faith must be confessed. 

Poly. The offering grudged is sacrifice unblessed. 
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NiAR, Seek thou the death thine own self-will prepares ! 

Poly. A crown I seek, which every martyr shares ! 

Near. A life of duty well that crown can win. 

Poly. The purest life on earth is stained with sin. 
Why yield to time and chance what death assures? 
Death but the gate of life that aye endures. 
If I be His— let me be His alone I 
The faith that soars shall full fruition own; 
Who trusts, yet fears and doubts, his faith is dead 1 

Near, Not death the Christian's prayer, but daily bread 
Live to protect the flock, so sore oppressed. 

Poly, Example be their friend, most sure, most blessed! 

Nkab. Thou woo'st thy death ! 

Poly. Is this poor life so dear? 

Near. Ah, I must own my heart is slave to fear. 
The rack ! The cross ! I might my Lord disown ! 

Poly. From Him our help, our strength, from Him alone I 
Who fears denial does at heart deny; 
Who doubts the power of faith makes faith a lie ! 

Near. Who leans ufton a reed shall find distress. 

Poly. His stalT will guide, support my feebleness. 
Thou wert my staff, to show the Truth, the Way. 
Must I now urge thee to the realms of day? 
Thou fearest death? 

Near. The Christ once feared to diet 

Poly. Yet drained the bitter cup of agony ! 
The way that thou hast shown — that way He trod; 
His way be ours to lead man's soul to God — 
For heathen shrine — to rear His altar fair, — 
The deathless hope alone can kill despair I 
TTiou said'st: ' If Him thou wilt for pattern take, 
Then leave wife, wealth, home, all for His dear saket' 
Alas! that love of thine, now weak and poor. 
Glows yet within my breast — and shall endure; 
Ah, must the dawn of this my perfect day 
Find thy full light beclouded, dimmed, astray? 

Neas. Baptismal waters yet bedew thy brow ; 
The grace that once was mine, that grace hast thou ■ 
No worldly thought has checked the flow, no guilty act has 
■tamed: 
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Thy wings are Strong, while mine are wuk; thy love i 

fresh, unfeigned, — 
To these, thy heights, I cannot soar, held down by sense a 

sin. 
How can I storm the citadel ? — the traitor lurks within ! 
Forsake me not, my God ! Thy spirit pour I 
Oh, make me true to Him whom I adore! 
With Thee 1 rise,— the flesh, the world, defy. 
Thou, who hast died for me, for Thee ] die ! 
Yes, I will go ! With heaven-borti zeal I bum, 
I will be free, — all Satan's lures I spurn: 
Death, torture, outrage, these will 1 embrace, 
To nerve my heart and arm, Heaven grant me grace I 

PotY. On eagle wings of faith and hope ascend ! 
I hail my master — recognise my friend; 
The old faith wanes, — we light her funeral pyre, 
Her ashes fall before our holy fire; 
Come, trample under foot the gods that men have wrougfatt'l 
The rotten, helpless staff is broke, is gone — is naught. 
Their darkness felt they own, but let them see the light I 
Their gods of stone, of clay, but vampires of the night! 
Their dust shall turn to dust,— shall moulder with the sod, 
Ours for His name to fight: — the issue is with God. 

Near. The cause is just, is true — O coward heart, be stiUl<^ 
I lived to doubt His word— I die to do His Will! 



ACT in 

Paul. Cares— clouded and confused — oppress, obscure 
In changeful forms, my eye, my heart, my mind : 
My soul finds room for every guest save one : 
Fair hope has flown, — no star can pierce my night: 
Each tyrant rages 'gainst opposing foe 
In deadly fight — yet brings to light no friend : 
In travail sore hope comes not to the birth^ 
Fear hydra-headed terror still begets; — 
AH fancies grim I see, and straight embrace. 
At hope I clutch, who still eludes my grasp; 
Her rainbow hues adored are but a frame 




I 
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That serve by contrast to make fear more dark. 
Severus haunts me — oh, I know his love. 
Yet hopeless iove must mate with jealousy, — 
While Polyeucle, who has won what he has lost, 
Can meet no rival with an equal eye. 
The fruit of rivalry is ever hate 
And envy: both must still engender strife: 
One sees that rival hand has grasped his prize, 
The other yearns for prize himself has missed. 
Weak reason naught, when headlong passion reigns. 
For valour seeks a sword, and love— revenge. 
One fears to see the prize he gained impaired, 
The other would that wrested prize regain ; 
While patience, duty, conscience, vail their heads 
'Fore obstinate defence and 6erce attack. 
Such steeds no charioteer controls — for they 
Mistake both curb and reign for maddening whip 
Ah t what a base, unworthy fear is mine I 
How ill I read these fair, these noble souls, 
Whose virtue must aU common snares o'erleap I 
Their gold unstained by dross or mean alloy ! 
As generous foes so will they — must they meet I 
Ytt are they nvals^thh the thought that kills ! 
Not even here — at home — is Polyeucte safe. 
The eagle wings of Rome reach over all. 
Oh, if my father bow to Roman might. 
If be repent the choice that he hath made, — 
At this one thought hope's flame leaps up to die I 
Or — if new-born — dies ere she sec the light. 
Hope but deceived, — my fear alone I trust. 
Heaven grant such confidence be false — be vain t 

EhUt Stratonice 
Nay, let me know the worst I What, girl I — no word? 
The rites are o'er? What hast thou seen^whai heard? 
They met in amity? — In peace they part? 

Stbat, Alas ! Alas ! 

Paul. Nay, soothe my aching heart ! 

! would have comfort, — but this face of woe — 
A quarrel? 
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Strat. Polyeucte — Nearchus- 
The Christians 

Paul. What of them? 

Strat. Ah, how to speak— 

Paul. They on mj- father would their vengeance wreak? 

Strat. Oh, fear whate'er thou wih — tliat fear too small I 

Paul, The Christians rise? 

Strat. Oil, would that this were ail I 
Thy dream, Pauline, is true; Polyeucte is 

Paul. Dead ? 

Strat. Ah, no, he lives — yet every hope is fled ; 
That courage once so high, that noble name 
Sunk in the mire of everlasting shame! 
He lives, — who once was lovely in thy sight — 
As monster foul — his every breath a blight ; 
The foe of Heaven, of Jove, of all our race. 
His kisses poison, and his love~>disgrace ! 
Wretch, coward, miscreant, steeped in infamy, 

worse than every name !— a Christian he 1 
Paul, Nay, that one word's enough ! There needed not 

abuse. 
Stbat. My words 6t well their guilt; — with evil make no 

Paul. If he be Nazarene — he must an outcast be t 
But insult to my lord is insult unto me 1 
Strat. Think only that he hails the Cross, the badge of^ 

Paul. My plighted faith, my troth, my duty still the samel 1 

Sthat. When twined about thy breast, the hideous serpent 1 

slay! 

Who mocks the Gods on high will his own wife betray ! 
Paul, If he be false, yet 1 will still be true. 

The ties that bind me I will ne'er undo: 

Let (ate — Severus — passion — all combine 

Against himl — I am his, and he is mine. 

Yes, mine to guide, lead, win, forgive, and save I 

1 seek his honour tho" he court the grave. 
Let Polyeucte be Christ's slave! — For woe, for weal. 
He is my lord ; the bond I owe I seal ; 
I fear my father, — all his vengeance, dread. 
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Steat. Fierce bums his rage o'er that devoted head; — 
Yet embers of old love still faintly glow. 
And through his wrath some weak compassion show ; 
'Gainst Polyeucte biting words alone he speaks — 
But on Nearchus fullest vengeance wreaks! 
Pauu Nearchus lured him on? 
Strat. The tempter he ; 

Such friendship leads to death, or infamy. 
Oh, cursed friend, who, in dear love's despite, 
Has torn him from thine arms — his neophyte ! 
He dragged him to the front ; — baptized, annealed — 
He fights for Christ ! — The secret is revealed. 

Paul. Which I would know — and straightway had thy 

blame ! 
Strat. Ah ! I foresaw not this — their deed of shame ! 
Paul, Ere dull despair o'ermaster ail my fears, 
Oh, let me gauge the worth of woman's tears ! 
For. if the daughter lose, the wife may gain, — 
Or Felix may relent, if Polyeucte mock my pain; 
If both are adamant unto my prayer, 
Then — then alone — take counsel from despair I 
How passed the temple sacrifice? Hide naught, my friend, 

tell all 1 
Strat. The horror and the sacrilege must I, perforce, 

recall? 
To say the words, to think the thoughts, seems blasphemy 

and shame ; 
Yet will I tell their infamy, — their deed without a name. 
To silence hushed, the people knelt, and turned them to the 

East; 
Then impious Polyeucte and his friend mock sacrifice and 

priest 
They every holy name invoked jeer with unbridled tongue. 
To laughter vile the incense rose — 'tis thus our hymn was 

sung; 
Botb loud and deep the murmurs rang, and Felix' face grew 

pal., 
Then Polyeucte mad defiance hurls, while all the people quail, 
' Vain are your gods of wood and stone I ' his voice was stern 

and high — 



' Vtin every rite, prayer. »cri£ce,' so raji his bUspbcmjr. 
' Your Jupiier is parridde. adulterer, demon, knave, 
* He cannot listen to your cry, not his to bless or save. 
*One God — ^Jehovah — rules alone, supreme o'er eaitfa a 

heaven, 
'And ye are His — yes. only His — to Him your prayers be 

' He is our source, our life, our end,— no other god adore, 
'To Him atone all prayer is due, then serve Him evermore ! 
' Who kneels before a meaner shrine, by devils' power enticed, 
' Denies his Maker and his King, denies the Saviour ChriO, 
' He is our source, our guide, our end, our prophet, priest 

and king; 
' Twas He that nerved Severus' arm, — His praise let DectOB/ 

sing. 
' Jehovah rules the battle-field ye call the field of Mars, 
' He only grants a glorious peace, 'tis He guides all our wa.r8. 
' He casts the mighty from his seat, He doth the proud 






' His sword alone is strong to strike. His shield 

guard. 
' He will His bleeding saints avenge. He is their sure reward 

* In vain to Jove and feeble Mars your full libations pour — 

* Oh, kneel before the might yc spurn, the God ye mode — 

adore ! ' 
Then Polycucte the shrine o'erthrows, the holy 

breaks. 
Nor wrath of Jove, nor Felix" ire, his fatal purpose shakes. 
Foredoomed by Fate, the Furies' prey — they rush, they tend, 

they tear. 
The vessels all to fragments fly — all prone the offerings 

fair; 
And on the front of awful Jove they set their impious feet. 
And order fair to chaos turn, and thus their work complete. 
Our hallowed mysteries disturbed, our temple dear profaned. 
Mad flight and tumult dire let loose, proclaim a God 

disdained. 
Thns paUid fear broods over all, presaging wrath to com^ 
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Wtile Felix — but I mark his step I — 'tis he shall speak the 
doom. 
Paul. How threatening, how dark his mien ! How light- 
ning-fraught his eye t 

Where wrath and grief, revenge and pain, do strive for 
mastery ! 

Enter Felix 

Felix, O insolence undreamed ! — Before my very eyes t — 
Before the people's gaze 1 It is too much ! — he dies ! 

Paul. O father I — on my knees! (kneels). Unsay that 
wordl 

Felix, Nearchus' doom I speak, — not his, thy lord. 
Though all unworthy he to be my son. 
Yet still he bears the name that he hath won; 
Nor crime of his nor wrath of mine shall ever move 
Thy father's heart to hate the man thou crown' st with lovel 

Paul. Ne'er vainly have I sued for pity from my sire! 

Felix. And yet meet food were he for righteous ire I 
To recount an act so fell my feeble words too weak, 
But thou hast heard the tale my lips refuse to speak 
From her, thy maiden ; she hath told thee all. 

Paul, Nearchus goaded^planned — and he shall fall! 

Felix. So taught by torture of his vilest friend. 
Shall Polyeucte mark of guilt the certain end, 
When of the frenzied race he sees the goal. 
The dread of torture shall subdue his soul I 
Who mocked the thought of death, when death he views. 
Will choose an easier mate^and rightly choose. 
That shadowy guest, that doth his soul entice. 
Once master, glues all ardour into ice. 
And that proud heart, which never meekness knew, 
When face to face with Death— will learn to sue 1 

Pauu What! Thinkcst thou his soul can ever blench? 

Felix. Death's mighty flood must every furnace quench I 

Paul. It might ! It may ! — I know such things can be 1 
A Polyeucte changed — debased — forsworn I see I 
O. changeful Fortune! changeless Polyeucte move. 
And grant a boon denied by father's love ! 

Fbux. My love too plain — myself too weakly kind. 
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Let him repent and he shall pardon find; 

Nearchus' sin is his, — and yet the grace 

He shall not win, thy Polyeucte may embrace! 

My duty — to a father's love betrayed — 

Hath of thy sire a fond accomplice made; 

A healing balm I bring for all thy fears, 

I look for thanks, and lo — thou giv'st me tears ! 

Paul. I give no thanks — no cause for thanks I find; 
I know the Christian temper — ^know their mind. 
They can blaspheme, but ah, they cannot lie! 
They know not how to yield — ^but they can die I 

Felix. As bird in hand, he holds his pardon still. 

pAUU The bird escapes, when 'tis the owner's wilL 

FsLix. He death escapes — if so he do elect. 

Paul. He death embraces — as doth all his sect 
Is 't thus a father pleads for his own son ? 

Felix. Who wills his death is by himself undone. 

Paul. He cannot see ! 

Felix. Because he chooses night 

Who loves the darkness hateth still the light. 

Paul. O, by the Gods — 

Felix. Nay, daughter, save thy breath; 

Spumed — outraged — 'tis the Gods demand his death. 

Paul. They hear our prayers — 

Felix. Nay, then let Polyeucte pray! 

Paul. Since Decius gives thee power, — that word unsay ! 

Felix. He gives me power, Pauline, to do his will 
Against his foes — 'gainst all who work him ilL 

Paul. Is Polyeucte his foe? 

Felix. All Christians rebels are. 

Paul. Thy son shall plead more loud than policy or war. 
For mine is thine ; O father, save thine own — 

Felix. The son who is a traitor I disown ! 
For treason is a crime without redress, 
'Gainst which all else sinks into nothingness. 

Paul. Too great thy rigour ! 

Felix. Yet more great his guilt 

Paul. Too true my dream! Must his dear blood be spilt? 
With Polyeucte, I too— thy child— shall fall ! 

F&lix. The Grods — ^thc Emperor — rule over all 




POLYEUCTE 

Paul. O hear our dying supplication — hear I 

Feux. Not Jove alone, but Decius I fear: — 
But why amticipatc a doom so sad? 
Shall this — his blindness— make thy Polyeucte mad? 
Fresh Christian zeal remains not always new, 
The sight of death compels a saner view. 

Paul. O, if thou lov'st him still, all hope forsake! 
In one day can he two conversions make? 
Not this the Christians' mould: they never change; 
His heart is fixed — past power of man to estrange. 
This is no poison quaffed all unawares, 
What martyrs do and dare — ^that Polyeucte dares; 
He saw the lure by which he was enticed. 
He thinks the universe well lost for Christ. 
I know the breed ; I know their courage high. 
They love the cross, — so, for the cross, they die. 
We see two stakes of wood, the felon's shame. 
They see a halo round one matchless Name. 
To powers of earth, and hell, and torture blind. 
In death, for Him they love, tliey rapture find. 
They joy in agony,— our gain their loss. 
To die for Christ they count the world but dross : 
Our rack their crown, our pain their highest pleasure, 
And in the world's contempt they find their treasure. 
Their cherished heritage is — martyrdom I 

Felix. Let then this heir into his kingdom cornel 
No morel 

Paul. O father! 

'Enter Albim 

KSLix. Aibin, is it done? 

Albin. It is, — Nearchus' frantic race is run ! 

Felix. And with what eye saw Polyeucte the sight? 

Albin. With envious eye, — as one who sees a light 
That lures him, moth-like, to devouring flame. 
His heart is fixed, his mind is still the same. 

Paul. 'Tis as I said — oh, father, yet once more — 
If thou hast ever loved me, — I implore ! 
Let filial duly and obedience plead 
For his dear lifel To my last prayer give heedl 
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I fear — and fear doth give our vision scope- 
E'en now he cherisheth a tender hope ; 
He sees his rival prostrate in the dust. 
So. as a man he hopes — because he must. 
Can dark despair to love and hope give place 
To save the guilty from deserved disgrace? 
And were his worth so matchless, so dinne. 
As to forbear all ill to me and mine — 
Still I must own the base, the coward hope, 
'Gainst which my strength is all too weak to cop^ 
That hope whose phcenix ashes yet enthrall 
The wretch who rises but once more to fall ; 
Ambition is my master, iron Fate, 
I feel, obey, adore thee, while I hate ! 
Polyeucte was once my guard, my pride, my shield. 
Yet can I, by Severus, weapons wield, 
Should he my daughter wed, more tried, more true: 
What wills Severus — that will Decius do. 
Upheld by him, e'en Fortune I defy — 
And yet I shrink ! — for them, thrice base were I ! 

Albin, Perish the word! It ne'er was made for thee. 
But wilt thou deal just meed to treachery? 

Felix. I go to Polyeucte's cell, — though my poor breal 
Should there be s[)ent in vain to avert his death ; 
Then, then my fated child her strength shall try. 

Albin. What wilt thou do if both he still defy? 

FcLix. O, press me not in agony so great ! 
To thee alone I turn — resistless Fate ! 



ACT IV 

Polyeucte. Cleon. Three Other Guards 

Poly. What is thy will ? 

Cleon. Pauline would see my lord. 

Poly. Ah, how my heart quails at that single word ! 
Thee, Felix, I o'ercanie within my cell. 
Laughed at thy threats if death and torture fell; 
Vet hast thou still one arm lo rouse my fears, 
The rest I scorn, but dread thy daughter's tears 1 
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One only talisman remains; grcabCcd, .'tis mine, 
SuRicient for my every need His strtmuli divine I 

thou, dear saint, thy scara all healed,whlte'-robed, in glory 

crowned, ■ .' 

Plead that I too may victory win, thou who bast victory 

found I 
Nearchus, who hast clasped in Heaven that dear, that fiiefi^ 

band. 
Plead that thy friend, who wrestles here, may safely by thee 

stand! 
Ye Guards, one last kind service I would ask. 
Welt may ye grant it, 'tis an easy task : 

1 do not seek deliverance from these thralls, 

{Looks at his chains. 
I do not care to scale my prison walls. 
But, since three warriors armed can surely guard 
One fettered man in safest watch and ward, — 
Go one, and beg of great Severus' grace 
That he would deign to meet me face to face; 
To him would I a secret now impart, 
Which much concerns his joy and peace of heart. 
Cleon. On willing foot, my lord, do I obey. 
Poly. Severus must this kindly service pay ; 
Ah, lose no time, time now has fleetest wings. 
CixoN. Full soon to thee thy prayer Severus brings. 

{Exit Cleon. Guardsmen retire to background, 
Poly. The fount is pure, yet bitter waters flow, 
Sin taints — men poison what was made all fair. 
They will not choose immortal streams: they go 
To seek for pleasure — but find only care : 
Their pleasure wed to strife — ah, death the gate of life, — 
Cbiisf s servants, none but they His crown shall wear 1 
So pain 
Is gain: 
Coimt not the cost I 
The world well lost. 



His Heaven to share! 
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Where nothing can endure, — where all things only s 
Death ends their every joy which fickle Fortune leaves. 
They gain a royal throne (o learn how pomp deceives; 
They gather wealth that men may envy their estate. 
They clear a path by blood, so envy turas to hate. 
Such vast ambition mine as Oe&ar never knew, — 
Death bounds it not, for death is but its servant true. 
Peace that the world ne'er gave, and cannot take away,— 1 
That peace, Pauline, is mine, mine wholly, mine for ayel j 
Nor time, nor fate, nor chance, nor cruel war. 
Can touch this peace, or this my kingdom mar. 
Is this poor life — the creature of a day — 
For endless peace too great a price to pay? 

Padl. ' Out on these Christian dreams ! ' my reason cries; 
Whene'er they speak of truth, they utter lies. 
Thou say'5t: 'To win such prize my life is naught 1' 
But is thy life thine own? How was it bought? 
Our life an heirloom to our country due; 
What gave thee birth, demands thy service too? 
Pay, ihen thy debt to her who has the right ! 

PoLv. Ah, for my country I would gladly fight I 
I know the glory of a hero's name, 
I feel the thrill, — I recognise the claim. 
My life I owe to whom I owe my sword — 
But most to Him who gave it — to the Lord I 
Oh, if to die for fatherland be sweet. 
To die for Him — my God — what word is meet? 

Padl. IVhich God? 

Poly. Hush ! hush ! Pauline : the God who hears 
And answers prayers, — gives hopes, assuages fears. 
Thy gods are deaf and senseless, maimed and weak, 
Tongues, mouths they have, and yet they cannot speak. 
The Christians' God alone is mine. — is thine, 
Jehovah only rules — supreme — divine ! 

PAUt. Adore Him in thy heart, but say no word ! 

Poly. What I Can I call Jove and Jehovah — Lord? 

PAtrt.. One moment feign. Ah, let Severus go ! 
hot but my father all his kindness showl 

PoLV. Another Father mine ! His love most de«r 
Removes me from a world, begirt with fear. 
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e's stem race loo weak, too frail am I, 
So, by kind death. He gives me Victory. 
Pure from the holy font — (His mercies never fail!) 
He brings His barque to port, when it hath scarce set sail. 
Couldst thou but understand bow poor this earth, 
Couldst thou but grasp how great this second birth I 
And yet, why speak of treasure rare concealed 
From one to whom light is yet unrevealed? 

Pacl. O cruel ! I can strangle pain no more ! 
Is this the fruit of all thy heavenly lore? 
They say thy Christ His enemies did bless. 
Thou addest insult to my deep distress. 
How is my soul so dark^ — 'Which was so fair? — 
, Thou cairdst me ' lovely ' — ' dear ' — ' beyond compare I ' — 
Of my bereavement have I said no word, 
I stilled my grief that I might soothe my lord ! 
They say that love has wings, and ail they say is true, 
For all thy love has flown ; yet can I ne'er undo 
The vows I made, the troth I plighted binds me still ! 
Thou fain wouldst quit thy wife, and thou shalt have thy will. 
Oh, but to leave my side with rapture, ecstasy. 
No jealous Christ can will : why grudge me one poor sigh ? 
This joy, this transport fierce, endeavour to conceal. 
I do not share thy creed, but I, at least, can feel ! 
Why gloat o'er heavenly gain, crowns, palms, T know not 

what — 
Where Polyeucte is West, but where Pauline is not? 
Soul, body, spirit, I am thy true wife, to own 
That I am but a bar to happiness unknown I 

Poly. Alas! 

Paul. O ! that ' Alas < ' — so faint, so tame I 

Yet. if repentant from thy heart it came, 
'T would waken hope, still brief, and banish fears: 
I wait the birth of thy reluctant tears. 

Poly. These tears I shed ! O, might the Spirit pour 
Through them the light, the light that I adore- 
Then were my only grief all swept away. 
For thou wouJdst join mc in the realms of dayl 
El« Heaven itself would have its bitterness. 
Should I look down to witness thy distress! 
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God, who lov'st the dust on which Thy breath 
Hath stamped Thioe image true — save her from dcadll 
The only death that kills, and let my love 
From Heaven woo her to the realms above ! 
Lord, hear my call ! My inmost heart now see. 
Who lives a Christian life must Christian be ! 
Her nature god-like, stamped from print divine; 
She must be sealed Thine own, yes, only Thine I 
Say, must she burn, condemned to depths of hell? — 
Thy Will be done — Who doest all things well ! 

Paui,. O wretch, what words are these? Thou 
desire 

PoLV. To snatch thee from a never-ending fire. 

Paul. Or else? 

Poly. O God, I trust to Thy control. 

Who when we think not, canst illume the soul! 
The when — the how — is His — here am I dumb, — 

1 wait — 1 wait ! — That blessed hour will come ! 
Paul. Oh, leave illusions ! Love me I 
PoLy. Thee I love 

Far more than self, but less than God above ! 

Paul, For love's clear sake, ah, listen to my prayer ! 
Poly. For love's dear sake — awatt the answer there! 
Paul. To leave me here is naught I Thou wouldst seduce j 

my soul I 
Poly. Heaven is scarce Heaven for me, if ihou reach not J 

the goal. 
Paul. O fan cy- fool ed ! 

Poly. Nay, led by heavenly light ! 

Paul. Thy faith is blindness ! 

Poly. Faith is more than sight I 

Paul. Ah, death, strange rival to a wife's pure love! 
Poly. This world our rival with the joys above \ 
Paul. Go, monster! woo thy death! Thou lov'dst me 



Poly. Go, seek the world! and yet I love thee ever! 

Paul. Yes, I will go — if absence bring rehef — 
Enter Severus, Fabian and Guards 
Who conies to invade, ah, not to cure my grief ? 
Severus I Who could guess that tbou wouldst show 




POLYEUCTE II 

' Revenge unworthy o'er a prostrale foe? 

Poly. Unworthy thee the thought, Pauline, for I 
Severus called, and he hath heard my cry. 
My importunity he will excuse. 
My prayer I know that he will not refuse. 
Severus — this — the treasure that was mine — 
To ihy most lender care 1 now resign : 
To thee, as noblest man that I have known ; — 
Since earthly ties and joys 1 must disown. 
The gift is worthy thee, — I know thy worth 
Is great, but she no equal hath on earth. 
My life, the bar, — my death the link shall be, — 
Oh. grudge me not my dear brief ecstasy ! 
Oh, ease the heart that once was hers, — and guide 
Her doubting footsteps to the Crucified! 
This my last ben i son ! All else is poor! 
Avrait the promised light I Believe I Endure! 
But ^-ords arc vain ! 

[PoLYEUCTE signs to Guards Io conduct him back I 
prison. BxcHnt Polyeucte and Guabd6.] 
Sev. Most vain I No word have I 

Such blindness must amaze! must stupefy.' 
Nay, this is frenzy ! I cannot conceive 
A mind so strange! Mine ears cannot believe 
That one who loved thee — yet, who would not love 
A face that must the great immortals move ? — 
Blessed by thy heart! — Thy sweetest lips to taste! — 
Then leave, refuse, spurn — yield with clamorous haste. 
To yield a girl so dear — so pure — so fair I 
And of that gift to make thy rival heir — 
This beggars madness ! Or the Christian bliss 
Beyond man's sou) to grasp ! To spurn thy kias ! — 
H'e treasure barter for a just exchange, 
But to buy pain for tbee! Pauline, 'tis strange! 
Not thu«, ye Gods ! Severus had been blind 
To perfect bliss — had Fortune been more kind — 
TTie only heaven for me is in thine eyes, 
These are my kings, these my divinities! 
To me — for thee — were death with torture dear; 
fiut to renounce thee ! 
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Paul. Nay, I must not hear ! 

Thy words bring back the dear, the bygone days, 
When I, a maid, might listen to thy praise: 
Sevems, thou must know my inmost heart ; 
1 hear the tnell bids Polyeuae depart 
He dies, — the victim of thine Emperor's laws. 
And thou, though innocent, art yet the cause. 
Oh, if thy soul, to thy desires a slave. 
See hope emerging from my husband's grave — 
Then will I wed with pain— despair embrace, — 
But wed Severus? \ever! 'Twere disgrace! 
To light fresh torch from that pale, flickering Ere— 
Oh. bliss too monstrous I Thrice abhorred desire ! 
Back, hope ! Back, happiness ! The mate for me 
When Polyeucte leaves my side — is Constancy ! 
Were this my will, were this, ye Gods, my fate — 
To shame would memory turn, as love must yield to hate f 
But generous art thou — most generous be ! 
His pardon will my father grant to thee. 
He fears thee: more, if Polyeucte's life he take. 
For thee he slays him — yes, 'tis for thy sake. 
Christ died for man — let pagan virtue dim 
His fame : plead for thy foe ! so rival him ! 
No easy boon I ask, there needs a soul most rare; 
But when the fight is fierce — then is the victory fair.l 
To help a man to be what thou wouldst be 
Is triumph that belongs alone to thee ! 
Let this suffice thee: she, whom thou hast loved, 
She, who by thy great love was not unmoved. 
Of thee, and of no other dares to crave 
That thou, Severus, shouldst my husband save! 
Farewell! of this thy labour gauge the scope: 
If thou art less than I yet dare to hope. 
Then tell me not! all else Pauline can bear! 

[Exit Pauline 

Sev. Where am I, Fabian? Has the crack of doom 
Turned heaven to hell? made life a living tomb? 
Nearer and dearer ever — -but to go ! 
The prize within my grasp must I o'erlhrow? 
This — Fortune's brimming cup, witli pois(»i filled. 




She bid! me drain ; — so new-born hnpe is killed. 

Before I proffer aught, I am refused : 

Thus sad, amazed, ashamed, in doubt, abused, 

I see the ghost I laid, to life revive, 

The more seductive still the more I strive. 

Ah ! roust a woman, sunk in deep despair. 

Teach me that shame is base, and honour fair? 

And while I madly shriek, " O love, be kind I ' 

Pauline, death- stricken, keeps an equal mind ! 

generous, but stern ! Must these dear eyes. 
Because I love them, o'er love tyrannise? 
'Tis not enough to lose thee, I must give 
My aid — to make my faithless rival live! 
'Tis not enough: his death I would not plan. 
But I must save him ! bless where I would ban ! 

Fabian. Ah, let the whole crew light one funeral pyre; 
Yes, let the daughter perish with her sire! 
This curs'd Armenian is one hornefs nest — 
Crush all, then sail for Rome, ah I this were best ! 
She loves thee not. What canst thou hope to gain? 

Sev. a glory that shall triumph over pain ; 
'Tis hers, and, by the Gods, it shall be mine! 
Nor God nor fiend can sully such a shrine! 

Fabian. Speak low, for Jove has bolts, and Hell has ears! 
The dangers of this course arouse my fears. 
What? Decius implore a Nazarene to save! 
'Tis death that hath thy heart ; thou woo'st a grave. 
His rage against the sect thou knowest well, 
His power unbridled — his revenge is fell. 
To plead for Christians is a task too great. 
For man or God: thou rushest on thy fate. 

Sev. Yes, such advice, I know, is much approved) 
Yet not thus can Severus' soul be moved. 
To Fate unequal— equal to myself — 
!n duty's path I go. For power and pelf 

1 never swerve where honour leads the way; 
Come weal, come woe, her call I must obey. 
I-et fata depress an all unequal scale. 
Let Clotho hold her distaff— I'll not fait! 
Yet one more word — this to thv private eai^— 
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The fables that thou dost of Christians hear 

Are fables only, coined, I know not why. 

Distorted are Uiey seen in Decius' eye. 

They practise the black art. — so all men say. 

I sought to Icam the laws thai they obey, 

,i\nd to discover what the secret guilt 

The which to expiate their blood is spilt. 

Yet priests of Cybele dark rites pursue 

At Rome — untrammelled — this is nothing new: 

To thousand gods men build, unchecked, their fane^ 

The Christians' God alone our state disdains. 

Each foul Egj-ptian beast his temple rears, 

Caligfula a god to Roman ears — 

Tiberius is enshrined — a Nero deified — 

To Christ — to Christ alone — a temple is denied t 

Such metamorphoses confuse the mind 

As gods in cats, and saints in fiends we find; 

As Ruler absolute Jehovah stands. 

Alone o'er heaven and earth and hell commands. 

While pagan gods each 'gainst the other strive. 

And ne'er one queen is found o'er all the hive. 

Now — (strike me dead, Jove's tarrying thunderbolt!) 

So many masters must provoke revolt. 

And ah ! where Christians live — there life is pure. 

Vice dies uniended, virtues all endure. 

We give these men to rack, and cord, and flame, 

While they forgive us — in their Pardoner's name. 

They no sedition raise, they ne'er rebel, 

Rome makes them soldiers, and they serve her well. 

They rage in battle, faithful ward they keep. 

They fight like lions, but they die like sheep. 

They serve the State: Rome's servant must defend 

Those who to might of Rome such succour lend. 

Pauline, I will obey, whate'er befall ; 

The man who losetta honour loseth alL 




ACT V 

Felix. Albin. Cleom 

Felix. Caught in Severus' net thy Felix sect 
He hates and holds me — oh, the misery! 

At-BIN. I sec a generous nian, who cries, ' Forgive, 
Let Pauline smile once more — let Polyeucte live ! ' 

Felix. His soul thou canst not read — tho' noble heart he 
feigns. 
The father he abhors, — the daughter he disdains 1 
What Polyeucte won he sought: his suit denied, 
Severus sues no more,—! know bis pride. 
His words, his prayers, his threats for Polyeucte plead. 
His tongue says. ' Listen, or be lost indeed ! ' 
Unskilled the fowler who his snare reveals : 
If at the bait I snatch — my doom is sealed : 
Too plain, too coarse, this web for any fly — 
Shall I this spider hail in my fattiity? 
His wrath is wrath arranged, his generous fire is nursed. 
That I, at Decius' hand, may meet the doom accurst, 
H 1 should pardon grant — that grace ray crime would be. 
For he the spoil would reap of my credulity. 
No simpleton am I, each promise to believe. 
Words — oaths — are but the tools wherewith all men deceive; 
Too oft escaped am I to be so lightly caught ; 
I know that words are wind. I know that wind is naught. 
The trappier shall be trapped. — the biter shall be bit. 
Unravelled is the web that he, poor fool, hath knit I 

Albin. Jove ! What a plague to thee is this mistrust ! 

Felix. Nay, those at court must fence; their weapons 
never rust; 
If once thou yield the due to thread the maze, 
The sequence is most plain — the man betrayed betrays; • 

Sevcnis, and his gifts, alike I fear ! 
If Polyeucte still to reason close his ear, 
Severus' love is hate — his peace is strife — 
First law of nature this, ' Preserve thy life ! ' 

Albin. Ah, let Pauline at least thy grace obtain 1 

Felix. If Decius grace withhold, my pardon vain I 



xu 



COENEILLE 



And — far from saving this rebeilious son- 
Behold us all alike entrapped, undone ! 

Albin. Severus' promise 

Felix. He can never keep I 

For Decius' rage and hatred never sleep: 
If for that sect abhorred Severus plead. 
He trebles loss — so are we lost indeed I 
One only way is ours, — that way I try: 
(To Guards) Bring Polyeucte and if he still defy. 
Self-doomed, insensate, this my proffered grace, 
He shall the death he wooes forthwith embrace ! 

Alhin. Ah, this is stern ! 

Felix. 'Tis stem, 'tis just — as fate; 

When justice drags a halting foot, too late. 
She is not justice — for the vengeful mob 
(Whose hearts for Polyeucte ne'er cease to throb). 
Usurps her place, and, spurning curb and rein. 
The felon crowns, and all our work is vain. 
My sceptre trembles, and all insecure 
Totters ray crown,— a prey for every boor. 
Then, swift, Severus hears the welcome news. 
The jaundiced mind of Decius to abuse. 
Shall I, the rabble's lord, obey the rabble's will? 

Albin. Who ill in all around foresees, — but doubles ilL 
Each prop thou hast is but a sword to pierce ; 
If Polyeucte hold their heart, the people fierce 
Will gather fiercer courage from despair. 

Felix. Death settles all ; they'll find no helper then. 
And if — without a bead — the body should rebel. 
Convulsive throes I mock, and nerveless fury quelL 
Whate'er ensues the Emperor must approve, 
I shall have done my part, and win his love. 
Here comes the man 

Enter Polyeucte and Soldiers 
I still must try to save; 
If he repent — 'tis well ! If not — the grave ! 
(To PoLYEVCTE) Is life still hateful? Doth death still allure? 
Is earth still naught? Do heavenly joys endure? 
Doth Christ still counsel thee to hate thy wife; — 
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POLYEUCTE 

To sheathe thy sword, — to cast away thy lite? 

Poly. I never hated life, or wooed a grave. 
To life I am a servant — not a slave. 
Here sen'ice free I give upon this earth below, — 
For higher service changed when to His Home I go. 
Eternal life is this: to tread the path ifetrod; 
To Him your body yield ! Then trust your soul to God I 

Felix. Yes, trust to an abyss of depth unknown ! 

Poly. No, trust to Holy Cross ! That Cross my own ! 

Felix The steep ascent, my son, I too would climb, 
Yes, I would Christian be, — but — give me time, — 
By Jove 1 I'll tread thy path ! This my desire, 
Else at thy hand the judge may me require ! 

Poly. Nay, laugh not, Felix ! He thy Judge will be. 
No refuge there for impious blasphemy! 
Nor kings nor clowns can 'scape His righteous ire. 
His slaughtered Saints of thee will He require 1 

Felix. HI slay no more ; — by Hercules 1 swear I 
So I a Christian crown perdiance may wear; 
I will protect the flock ! 

Poly. Nay, rather be 

A goad, a scourge, for their fehcity! 
Let suffering purify each Christian soul. 
Cross, rack, and flame but lead them to their goal ; 
What here they lose — in Heaven an hundredfold they find. 
Be cruel, — persecute! — and so alone be kind! 
My words thou canst not read; thine eyes are blinded here. 
Wait the unveiling There! Then understand and fear! 

Felix. Nay, nay, in truth I would a Christian be 1 

Poly. In thy hard heart alone a bar I see. 

Felix {whispering). Tiiis Roman knight 

Poly (alovd). Severus, thou wouldst say. 

Felix, Once let him sail, I will no more delay. 
For this I anger feign ; — let him depart ! 

Poly. 'Tis thus thou wouldst reveal a Christian heart? 
To idols dumb — to Pagans blind, thy sugared poison bear, 
Christ's servants quaff another cup, sure refuge from despair, 

Felix, What is this deadly draught that thou wouldst 
drain? 
11] drink thy wine, — Till then, tiom death refrain 1 
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PoLV. To swine no more my holy pearls I cast. 
Faith, — faith — not reason, shall see light at last ; 
Soon — when I see my God — yes, face to face, 
I will implore that Felix may find grace. 

Fixix. O dearest son, thy loss were death to me ! 

Poly. This loss can be repaired — the remedy 
Find in Scvenis; he wiil take my place; 
By Decius honoured he will not disgrace 
Thy house: my death will an advantage win 
For thee, for her, for me. — The work begin I 

Felix. Such my reward I Yes, insult is the child 
Of injury. The grace I grant, reviled. 
Shall turn to swift revenge. The gods defied 
May do their will and speed the suicide I 

Poly. I thought the gods were dead, but they revive 
With human passion ; Felix, do not strive 
Against thy nature : lay aside thy ruth ; 
Who loves a lie can never follow truth. 

Felix. I humoured madness, but the mood is o'er, 
I am myself again ; I did implore, — 
'Twas vain ; the dark ahyss that yawns for thee 
May hold thee now, tomb to thy constancy. 
The hope I cherished — fondled — now is flown 
Severus will be king, and I o'erthrown; — 
Shall I the gods by incense pacify? 
Or by thy death? for thou, at last, must die I 

Poly. Incense might but incense; I cannot tell: 

Enter Paoliki 
Pauline I 

Paul, That word broke from thee like a knell; 
Who seeks my doom to-day? Thou — or my sire? 
Who fires the brand? Who lights the funeral pyre? 
My father should, by nature, be my friend. 
And lover's heart lo love an ear should lend. 
Who here is mine ally, and who my foe? 
Who has a heart to feel ?~this would 1 know. 

Felix. Nay, to thy lord appeal. 

[Pauline t\ ~ 



Poly 




Scvfiitu wed 1 
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POLTEUCTE 

pAUU Ah. this is outrage! Rather strike me dead I 
Poly. Oh, dearer than myself to me tliy weal ! 
My love would never wound, it seeks to heal. 
I see thee wrestle with thy deep distress 
Alone — unless Severus bring redress : 
His merit, that once gained thy maiden heart. 
Hath still that worth when I from thee must part, — 
Once loved — and loving still — his honour grows, 

Paul, Thy wife's true heart another treatment owes: 

base reproach ! For this I crushed for thee 
My former love: that 1 disdained might be? 
This my reward for dearest victory won, — 

1 did that love undo— to be myself undonel 
Resolve, faith, abnegation, ail were vain. 
For thy return is outrage heaped on pain. 

Oh, sunk in tomb of shame, most vile, most mean. 
Come back to life — to honour — to Pauline I 

[Holds out her arms. 
To learn from her that loyalty and faith 
Religion are : — and all beside but death I 
Once more Alcestis wrestles with the tomb. 
Arise, arise from thy enthralling doom! 
And if my invocation feeble be. 

Regard the tears — the sighs, — shed — breathed for thee I 
Love is too weak a word — I thee adore I 

Poly. Once have I said — yet now I say once more — 
' Live with Severus, or^with Polyeucte die ! ' 
Thy tears are mine, and thy pure constancy 
I share; But — I am soldier of the CrossI 
Take up thine own, and count all gain but loss I 
Pauline — no more! {To Felix,) Thy slumbering wrath 

rewake ! 
Thy fates and furies wait ! Their vengeance slake I 

Paul, Hia life is saved! These fetters all undo ! — 
For justice never yet a madman slew; 
And he is mad, — but, father, thou art sane. 
And thou, his father, must his friend remain. 
A father cannot less llian father be. 
Oh, be to him what thou hast been to me I 
Bat cast upon thy child 2 kinder eye,— 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 

Jean BxirisrE Racine, the younger conltmporary of Comtiilt, 
and kU rival for supremacy in French classical tragtdy, was 
bom at Ferte-Mihn, Decetnber 21, j6jp. He viai educated at 
the College of Beauvais, al the great Jansenist school at Pari 
Royal, and at the Collige d'Harcourl, He attracted notUe by an 
ode written far the marriage of Louis XIV in 1660, and made kit 
first really great drafnatic success xuilh his "Andromaque," Hit 
tragic masterpieces include "Brilannicus" "Bfrinlce," "Bajaiet" 
"Mithridale" "Iphigfnie," and "Phidre," all written between 1669 
and i6jj. Then for some years he gave up dramatic composition, 
disgusted by Ike intrigues of enemies who sought to injure hit 
career by exalting above ktm an nn-cuorthy rival. In 16S9 kt 
resumed his work under the persuasion of Mme. de MtMntentm, 
and produced "Esther" and "Athalie," Ike latter ranking among 
his finest productions, although it did not receive public recogni- 
tion until some time after his death in td^g. Besides his trag- 
edies, Racine wrote one comedy, "Les Plaideurs," four hymns of 
great beauty, and a history of Port RoyaL 

The external conventions of classical tragedy which had bet* 
estabHshtd by Comeille, Racine did not altempi to modify. Hit 
study of the Greek tragedians and his own taste led him to sub- 
mil unllingly lo Ike rigor and simplicity of form which viert Ikt 
fundamental marks of the classical ideal. It was in his trealmtnl 
of characler thai he differed most from his predecessor; for 
whereat, as we have seen, Comtiilt represented his Uoding 
figures as Iteroically subduing passion by force of will, Racint 
represents Itii as driven by almost uncontrollable passion. Tkut 
his creations appeal to the modem reader as more warmly 
human: "ifir speech, if less exalted, is simpler and more natural: 
and ht succeeds more brilliantly with his portraits of women 
than wilk those of men. 

All these characteristics are exemplifitd in "Pktdre," tht 
tragedy of Racine which has made an appeal to the widest audi- 
ence. To the legend as treated by Euripides, Racine added Ikt 
love of Hippalytus for Aricia. and thus supplied a motive for 
Pkadra's jealousy, and at the same time he made the nurse »- 
titad of Phtdro the calumniator of his son to Theseus. 
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POLYEUCTE 

He holds my plighted faith.^and e 

He works salvation for his ransomed race — 

Who gave His Son to death that we might life embrace ; 

And this — Christ's sacrifice— continued day by day, 

The Christ reveals and pleads— The Life— the Truth- The I 

Way! 
No more His mysteries to self-stopped ears 
Will I disclose — (he heedeth not nor hears)[Pot«tinpfff Felix. 1 
Pray then to these thy gods of wood and stone, — 
To gods who every deed of crime enthrone, 
Who boast their malice, and their foul incest. 
Vaunt theft and murder — all that we detest. 
This, their example, — Pagan — follow thou! 
To Pluto bend, to Aphrodite bow ! 
For this I broke their altars, rased their shrine, — 
Yea, for those crimes that thou dost call divine! 
And what I did, ihat would I do once more 
Before Severus — Decius,— nay, before 
The eyes of all men; — so would I proclaim 
One God alone adored, — one Holiest Name! 

Feux. At last my bounties yield to wrath most stem, 
most jusL 
Die! or the gods adore I 

Poly. A Christian I! 

Felix. Tbou must 

Adore the gods I say ! Adore, or die 1 

Poly. I am a Christian, 

Felix. This is thy reply? 

Ye Guards, do my behest — prepare the knife 1 

Paul, Where goes he? 

Felix. To his death! 

Poly. Ah, no to Hfel 

(To Pauline.) Remember me! Farewell, Pauline, farcwelll 

pAin.. Nay, I will follow thee — to heaven or hell! 

Fbux. Begone ! For all our ills this one redress ! 

[Exeunt Pauline, Polyeucte and Guards- 

Enler Albin 
O task ungrateful to my gentle mind! 
Well did he say, ' Be cruel to be kind 1 ' 
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The people! defy, ah, let them ragel 
Sevcrus may in war of words engage. 
Yes, I have saved myself — I mean the Slate, 
To wilful man there comes relentless fate; 
My conscience pure of all reproach, — for I 
Have lied and stormed to shake his constancy. 
To give his hot young blood due time to cool 
I played the coward — nay, 1 played the fool! 
Why did he thus assail the gods and me 
With insult, and with horrid blasphemy? 
Bui interest helped me. and resentment too. 
Else had I found my duty hard to do ! 

Albin. Soon mayst thou this thy dear-bought victory nM^ I 
For thou hast done what thou canst ne'er undo ! 
Unworthy deed for Roman knight ! ah. me < [AsiJ*. I 

I would that I could add, 'unworthv thee!' 

Felix. Manlius and Bnitus both a son have slain. 
And neither did thereby his glory stain : 
The part that is diseased — that part we bleed. 
So is the State from knaves and caitiffs freed. 

Albin. Revenge and pressing peril thee unman. 
Else — couldst thou bless a deed all men must ban? 
When she, thy widowed daughter, comes — the air 
Of heaven will echo to her deep despair ! 

Felix. Thou dost remind me she with Polyeucte 
I know not with what mind, with what intent: 
But her despair awakes my fond alarm, 
Go, Albin, go, and guard my child from harm ! 
She might the execution of the law 
Impede: I would not that his death she saw. 
Try to console her — Go! what dost thou fear? 

Enter Pauline 
Albik. I need not go. for ah — Pauline is here t 
Paui- Tyrant, why leave thy butchery half done? 

Come, slay thy daughter, thou hast slain thy son ! 

For, hear! — His villainy— or worth — is mine! 

Why stay thy hand while I my neck incline? 

Thy sword in me shall 6nd a kindred food, 

I too am new baptized, baptized io blood 1 
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These drops that fell from off the murderous knife. 

Have made the martyr's widow a true wife. 

I see ! — I feel ! — I know ! My darkest night 

Is o'er — to break in purest heavenly light. 

I too, at last, am Christ's: that word says all. 

Those hands were pierced for mc — I hear His call: 

Death — lovely death — thy beckoning hand I hail! 

Oh, help my passage, or thy schemes may fail ! 

Dread Decius ! Fear Severus I Fear thy fall ! 

Oh, speed me to my lord — my love — my all I 

My husband calls me to his happier land — 

See! — there Nearchus at his side doth stand! 

Lead me to these — the gods by thee confest, 

Some shrines spared Polyeucte, I will break the rest! 

There, there the gods thou fearest I will brave, 

Oh, bare thy knife !^no other gift I crave. 

Thou hast my master been : another Lord 

Claims my obedience now ; yes, raise thy sword I 

Revolt is holy when for Christ we 6ght, — 

My day has dawned, the day that knows no nightl 

Once more I cry — ' Christ only has my heart I ' 

Thy bliss and mine secure ! Let me depart ! 

Keep thou thy kingdom I Safe its treasure hold 1 

My kingdom there — with Christ — within the foldl 

Enter Sevkrus 
Ssv. Unnatural sire, whose craft leads to the grave. 
The slaves of fear themselves alone enslave. 
Yes, Polyeucte is slain, and slain by thee, — 
A sacrifice lo greed and treacherj'. 
I offered rescue from the opening tomb, 
Base doubts enthralled thee, thou didst seal his doom; 
I prayed, I threatened, thou wouldst not believe. 
Deceiver thou, so must all men deceive. 
Thou thoughtst me coward, liar — thou shalt see 
All oaths Severus swears fulfilled shall be. 
Poor moth I I might have saved thee— nay. I planned to save, 
Thy perfidy the torch that marks thee for the grave. 
Drench earth in blood, — for Jove pour forth malignant zeal. 
The strokes that thou hast dealt redoubled shalt thou feel 1 
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I go: the storm shall break o'er this deroW laniJ, 
From JoTc the bolt? — maybe — but I direct his hand. 

Felix. Why lags that hand? A willing victim I, 
I choose to suffer for my perfidy; 
My doubts, my fears unworthy, all I own, 
I have offended — let my death atone. 
Take thou tny honours, their poor lustre thine, 
I kneel before another, nobler shrine. 
The Power that moved me, groping through the nig^t 
Of wrong and darkness, wafts me to The Light ! 
I slew thee, Polycucte, but thy pardoning hand 
Shall guide thy murderer to the better land ! 
I{e prays for me, and by his sacrifice. 
New-born upon his ashes I arise. 
{To Paulike.) Raised by his death from out the grave ol I 

sin. 
Thou tread's! the path thy father shall begin ; 
By me his martyr-crown, as all my bliss 
By him. His Christ is mine, and I am his; 
O, blessed Christian vengeance I AH my loss 
Is turned to gain by the redeeming Cross! 
Now. Pauline, am I thine, a Christian I, 
That Death gives life by which alike we die! 
(To Severus.) Then slay us bothl Behold a willing prey I ' 

Paul. (To Felix.) Yes, mine for ever now! Hail, glori- 
ous day. 
That sees earth's loss transformed to endless gain ! 

Felix. The gain, the glory, Clirist's! By Him we reiga 

Sev. Now am I dumb, some miracle is here; 
Their courage and their faith must I revere ; 
We slay them ; yet, like Cadmus' seed, new-bom 
They sprout afresh, and laugh our scythe to scorn. 
We give them cord and flame, they torture hail; 
Friends fail them, but themselves they never faiL 
We mow them down, fresh nurslings to unbare. 
What moves the seed lies hid, but it is there. 
They bless the world, though by the world accurst. 
Their shield am I — let Decius do his worst. 
I yet may own their power, though now my will 
That each to his own gods be faithful still. 
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Let each still search for truth, and truth adore. 

{To Fklix.) a Christian thou? Then fear ray wrath no 

more. 
Thy sect I cherish ; this their awful cult 
Sevenas will protect, but ne'er insult. 
Keep thou thy power from Roman sword secure^ 
So long as loyalty with faith endure ; 
I swear it: ay. the Emperor shall learn 
The guiltless from (he traitor to discern ; 
His persecution baseless as his fear. 

Felix. Severus — thou who hast the hearing ear,^ 
Freeman of Rome — God's Spirit grant thee grace 
To be Christ's Freeman, and behold His face; 
To these — Christ's martyrs — earth's last rites be given. 
Earth, guard their ashes as a trust for Heaven! 
Earth hides their dust. When envious time is o'vt. 
That dust shall wake to life for evermore 1 



RACIKE 

HlPPOLYTUS 

That is my purpose: you can teU IieJ^ 
Yes, I will see her ; duty bids me do it. 
But what new ill vexes her dear (Enone? 



Scene II 
HlPPOLYTUS, (Enone, Theramenes 

CEnoke 
Alas, my lord, what grief was e'er like mine? 
The queen has almost louch'd the gates of dcaA- | 
Vainly close watch I keep by day and night. 
E'en in my arms a secret malady 
Slays her, and all her senses are disorder'A 
Weary yet restless from her couch she rises. 
Pants for the outer air, but bids me see 
That no one on ber misery intrudes. 
Sbe comes. 

HlPPOLYTUS 

Enough, She shall not be disturbed, 
Nor be confronted with a face she hates. 



ScxMK ni 
Phxhba, CEnonx 

Pa«DRA 
We have gone far enough. Stay, dear CEnonc; 
Strength fails me, and I needs must rest awhils, 
My eyes are da/zled with this glaring light 
So long unseen, my trembling knees refuse 
Support. Ah me ! 

(Enone 

Would Heaven that our tears 
Might bring relief 1 

Ph£DRA 

Ah, how these cumbrous gauds, 
These veils oppress me ! What officious hand 
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PH£DSA 

Has tied these knots, and gather'd o'er my brow 
These clastering coils? How all conspires to add 
To my distress 1 

<Enone 
What is one moment wish'd. 
The next, is irksome. Did you not just now. 
Sick of inaction, bid us deck you out. 
And, with your former energy recall'd. 
Desire to go abroad, and see the light 
Of day once more? You see it. and would fain 
Be hidden from the sunshine that you sought. 

Thou glorious author of a hapless race. 
Whose daughter 'twas my modier's boast to be, 
blush to see me in such plight, 
I come to look on thee, 



Who well may'sl 
For the last timt 
Stmr 



CEnone 
What! Still are you in love with ( 
Shall I ne'er see you, reconciled to life, 
Forego these cruel accents of despair? 

Pll^DRA 

Would I were seated in the forest's shade! 
When may I follow with delighted eye. 
Thro' glorious dust flying in full career, 
A chariot — 

CEnonb 
Madam? 

PHjGDRA 

Have I lost my senses? 
What said I? and where am I? Whither stray 
Vain wishes ? Ah 1 The gods have made me mad. 
I blush, CEnone, and confusion covers 
My face, for I have let you see too clearly 
The shame of grief that, in my own despite, 
O'erSow tfaeie eyes of mine. 



I BACIKE 

Panope 
Divided counsels sway 
The choice of Athens ; some would have the prince. 
Your child, for master; others, disregarding 
The laws, dare to support the stranger's son. 
'Tis even said that a presumptuous faction 
Would crown Aricta and the house of Pallas, 
I deem'd it righl lo warn you of this danger. 
Hippolytus already is prepared 
To start, and should he show himself at Athens, 
Tis to be fear'd the fickle crowd will all 
Follow his lead. 

CEnone 
Enough. The queen, who hears yoi^ j 
By no means will neglect this timely warning. 



SCIHI V 

Fh^dra, CEnone 

CEnone 

Dear lady, I had almost ceased to urge 
The wish that you should live, thinking to follow 
My mistress to the tomb, from which my voice 
Had fail'd lo turn you: but this new misfortune 
Ahers the aspect of affairs, and prompts 
Fresh measures. Madam, Theseus is no more. 
You must supply his place. He leaves a son, 
A slave, if you should die, but, if you live, 
A King. On whom has he to lean but you? 
No hand but yours will dry his tears. Then live 
For him, or else the tears of innocence 
Will move the gods, his ancestors, to wrath 
Against his mother. Live, your guilt is gone, 
No blame attaches to your passion now. 
The King's decease has freed you from the bondB 
That made the crime and horror of your love. 
Hippolytus no longer need be dreaded. 



PUSDHA 

Htm you may see henceforth without reproach. 
It may be, that, convinced of your aversion. 
He means lo head the rebels. Undeceive him, 
Soften his callous heart, and bend his pride. 
King of this fertile land, in Trcezen here 
His portion lies; but as he knows, the laws 
Give to your son the ramparts that Minerva 
Built and protects. A common enemy 
Threatens you both, unite them to oppose 
Aricia. 

Ph«dra 
To your counsel I consent. 
Ym, I will live, if life can be restored. 
If my affection for a son has pow'r 
To rouse my sinking heart at such a dangerous hour 



Scene I 
AriciAj Ismene 

Aricia 

Hippolytus request lo see me here! 
Hippolytus desire to bid farewell! 
Is't true, Ismene? Are you not deceived? 

ISMENE 

This is the first result of Theseus' death. 
Prepare yourself to see from every side 
Hearts turn towards you that were kept away 
By Theseus. Mistress of her lot at last, 
Aricia soon shall find all Greece fall low. 
To do her homage. 

AsrcTA 

'Tis not then, Ismene, 
An idle tale? Am I no more a slave? 
Have I no enemies? 



RACINZ 

And how. opposed as I have ever been 

To love, I often thank'd the King's injustice 

Which happily confirm'd my inclination. 

But then I never had beheld his son. 

Not that, attracted merely by the eye, 

I love him for his beauty and his grace. 

Endowments which he owes to Nature's bounty. 

Charms which he seems to know not or to scom, 

I love and prize tn him riches more rare, 

The virtues of his sire, vrithout his faults, 

I love, as I must own, that generous pride 

Which ne'er has stoop'd beneath the amorous yoke. 

Fheedra reaps little glory from a lover 

So lavish of his sighs; I am too proud 

To share devotion with a thousand others. 

Or enter where the door is always open. 

But to make one who ne'er has stoop'd before 

Bend his proud neck, to pierce a heart of stone, 

To bind a captive whom his chains astonish, 

Who vainly 'gainst a pleasing yoke rebels, — 

That piques my ardour, and I long for that. 

'Twas easier to disarm the god of strength 

Than this Hippolytus, for Hercules 

Yielded so often to the eyes of beauty. 

As to make triumph cheap. But, dear Ismcnc, 

I take too little heed of opposition 

Beyond my pow'r to quell, and you may hear roe, 

Humbled by sore defeat, upbraid the pride 

I now admire. What! Can he love? and I 

Have had the happiness to bend — 

ISMENE 



Yourself shall hear him. 



SCUH tl 

HlPPOLVTUS, AmciA, ISMENX 
HiPPOLYTUS 

Lady, ere I go 
My duty bids me tell you of your change 
Of fortune. My worst fears are realized; 
My sire is dead. Yes. his protracted absence 
Was caused as I foreboded. Death alone. 
Ending his toils, could keep him from the world 
Conceal'd so long. The gods at last have doom'd 
Alcides' friend, companion, and successor. 
I think your hatred, tender to his virtues, 
Can hear such terms of praise without resentment, 
Knowing them due. One hope have I that soothes 
My sorrow: I can free you from restraint. 
Lo, 1 revoke the laws whose rigour moved 
My pity ; you are at your own disposal, 
Both heart and hand; here, in my heritage. 
In Trceren, where ray grandsirc Pittheus reign'd 
Of yore and I am now acknowledged King, 
I leave you free, free as myself, — and more. 



Am CIA 
Your kindness is too great, 'tis overwhelming. 
Such generosity, that pays disgrace 
With honour, lends more force than you can think 
To those harsh laws from which you would release m& 



HiPPOLYTUS 

Athens, uncertain how to fill the throne 
Of Theseus, speaks of you, anon of m«, 
Ajid then of Phsedra's son. 



Oi rac, my lordF 




HmoLrrrs 

^HivaV^KccdBded hj strict law: 

fg^gt MHB ■• Mf npnuch a foreign tnother. 

^ tH «^ ImAct iKre mj only rival, 

h «kjh» f>c<«3 o'er bis clearly enough 

^mJ^an aitlew of the law's caprice. 

^ JHnNrteess b cbeck'd by jtuter claims: 

kjiM I yiM my place, or, rather, own 

iBfc ft B ywK trr right, and yours the sceptre, 

i down from Earth's great son, Etechthens. 
h in the hands of .Cgeus : 
k by bim protected and increased, 

1 a Icing so generous as my sire, ^M 

.^Mrf left yonr hapless brothers in obltvioiL ^M 

V^w Ac invites yon back within her walls; ^M 

^tWt acted strife has cost her groans enough, ^ 

Her fields are glutted with your kinsmen's blood 
F«Knmg the furrows out of which it sprung 
At first. I rule this Trcezen ; while the son 
Of Phxdra has in Crete a rich domain. 
Athens is yours. T will do all I can 
To join for you the votes divided now 
Between us. 

Aricia 
Stunn'd at all I hear, my lord, 
J fear, I almost fear a dream deceives me. 
Am I indeed awake? Can I believe 
Such generosity? What god has put it 
Into your heart? Well is the fame deserved 
That you enjoy I That fame falls short of truthlj 
Would you for me prove traitor to yourself? 
Was it not boon enough never to hate me, 
So long to have abstain'd from harbouring 
The enmity — 

HiPPOLYTDS 

To hate yon? I, to hate yon? 
However darkly my fierce pride was painted, 
Do you suppose a monster gave me birth? 
What savage temper, what envenom'd hatred 



Woiiild not be mollified at sight of yoti? 
Could I resist the soul-bewitching cbam^— 



Aricia 
Why, what is this. Sir? 



HiPPOLVTUS 

I have said too much 
Not to say more. Prudence in vain resists 
The violence of passion. I have broken 
Silence at last, and I must tell you now 
The secret that my heart can hold no longer. 
You see before you an unhappy instance 
Of hasty pride, a prince who claims compassion 
I, who, so liing the enemy of Love, 
Mock'd at his fetters and despised his captives, 
Who, pitying poor mortals that were shipwreck'd. 
In seeming safety vjew'd the storms from land. 
Now find myself to the same fate exposed, 
Toss'd to and fro upon a sea of troubles ! 
My boldness has been vanquish'd in a moment. 
And bumbled is the pride wherein I boasted. 
For nearly six months past, ashamed, despairing. 
Bearing where'er I go the shaft that rends 
My heart, I struggle vainly to be free 
From you and from myself; I shun you, present; 
Absent, I find you near; I see your form 
In the dark forest depths; the shades of night. 
Nor less broad daylight, bring back to my view 
The charms that I avoid ; all things conspire 
To make Hippolytus your slave. For fruit 
Of all my bootless sighs, I fail to find 
My former self. My bow and javelins 
Please me no more, my chariot is forgotten. 
With all the Sea God's lessons; and the woodt 
Echo my groans instead of joyous shouts 
Urging my fiery steeda. 



RACTNB 

Hearing this tale 
Of passion so uncouth, you blush perchance 
At your own handiwork. With what wild words 
I offer you my heart, strange captive held 
By silken jess ! Btit dearer in your eyes 
Should be the offering, that this language conies 
Strange to my lips; reject not vows express'd 
So ill, which but for you had ne'er been form'd. 



SrE!lE III 

HiPPOLYTus Aricia, Therauenes, Ismeme 

Thehamenes 
Prince, the Queen comes. I herald her approach. 
Tis you she seeks. 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Me? 

Tqekamenes 

What her thought may be 
I know not But I speak on her behalf. 
She would converse with you ere you go hence. 

HiPPOLYTUS 

What shall I say to her? Can she expect— 

ARiaA 
You cannot, noble Prince, refuse to hear her, 
Howe'er convinced she is your enemy, 
Some shade of pity to her tears is due. 

HiPPOLVTUS 

Shall we part thus ? and will you let me go. 
Not knowing if my boldness has offended 
The goddess I adore? Whether this hearty 
Leit in your hand^^ 



PH^DEA 

AaiciA 
Go, Prince, pursue the schemes 
Your generous soul dictates, make Athens own 
My sceptre. All the gifts you ofFer me 
Will I accept, but this high throne of empire 
Is not the one most precious in my sight. 



Scene IV 
HiPPOLYTUS, TheRAMEHB8 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Friend, is all ready? 

But the Queen approaches. 
Go, see the vessel in fit trim to sail. 
Haste, bid the crew aboard, and hoist the signal: 
Then soon reliirn. and so deliver me 
From interview most irksome 



SCKHE V 

Pa.«DEA. HiPPOLlTUS, (ENOKS 

Ph^dra (to (Enone) 
^. There I seehimi 

Uy blood forgets to flow, my tongue to Speak 
What I am come to say. 

(Enone 

Think of your son 
How all his hopes depend on you, 

PH^DHA 

I hear 
You leave us. and in haste. I come to add 
My tears to your distress, and for a son 
Plead my alarm. No more has he a father. 
And at no distant day my son must witness 



RACINE 

Oh, why were you too young to have embark'd 
On board the ship that brought thy sire to Crete? 
At your hands would the monster then have pcrish'dj 
Despite the windings of his vast retreat. 
To guide your doubtful steps within the maze 
My sister would have arm'd you with the due. 
But no, therein would Ph<edra have forestall'd her, 
Love would have first inspired nie with the thought; 
And I it would have been whose timely aid 
Had taught you all the labyrinth's crooked ways. 
What anxious care a life so dear had cost me! 
No thread had satisfied your lover's fears : 
I would myself have wish'd to lead the way. 
And share the peril you were bound to face; 
Phafdra with you would have explored the maze, 
With you emerged in safety, or have perish'd. 

Hippoi-vrrs 
Gods! What is this I hear? Have you forgotten 
That Theseus is my father and your Rushand? 



Why should you fancy I have lost remenibranc* 
Thereof, and am regardless of mine honour? 

HlPPOLYTUS 

Forgive me, Madam. With a blush 1 own 
That I misconstrued words of innocence. 
For very shame I cannot hear your sight 
Longer, I go — 

Ah ! cruel Prince, too well 
You understood me. I have said enough 
To save you from mistake. I love. But think not 
TTiat at the moment when I love you most 
I do not feel my guilt: no weak compliance 
Has fed the poison that infects my brain. 
The ill-starr'd object of celestial vengeance, 
I am not SO detestable to you 



PH.SDRA 



Ul" 



As to myself. The gods will bear me witness, 

Who have within my veins kindled this fire. 

The gods, who take a barbarous delight 

In leading a poor mortal's heart astray. 

Do you yourself recall to mind the past; 

'Twas not enough for me to fly, I chased yoH 

Out of the country, wishing to appear 

Inhuman, odious ; to resist you better, 

I sought to make you hate me. All in vain I 

Hating me more I loved you none the less: 

New charms were lent to you by your misfortunes. 

I have been drown'd in tears, and scorch'd by fire ; 

Your own eyes might convince you of the truth, 

If for one moment you could look at me. 

What is't I say? Think you this vile confession 

That I have made is what I meant to utter? 

Not daring to betray a son for whom 

I trembled, 'twas to beg you not to hate him 

I came. Weak purpose of a heart too full 

Of love for you to speak of aught besides! 

Take your revenge, punish my odious passion; 

Prove yourself worthy of your valiant sire. 

And rid the world of an offensive monster! 

Does Theseus' widow dare to love his son ? 

The frightful monster ! Let her not escape you ! 

Here is my heart. This is the place to strike. 

Already prompt to expiate its guilt, 

I feel It leap impatiently to meet 

Yonr arm. Strike home. Or, if it would disgrace yoB 

To steep your hand in such polluted blood. 

If that were punishment too mild to slake 

Your hatred, lend me then your sword, if not 

Your arm. Quick, givc't. 

(Enonc 

What, Madam, will you do? 
Just gods ! But someone comes. Go, fly from sbam^ 
You cannot 'scape if seen by any thus. 



HiPPOLYTUS, TheRAMEWM 

Thekauencs 
Is that the form of Phaedra that I see 
Hurried away? What mean these signs of sorrow? 
Where is your sword? Why are you pale, confused 7 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Friend, let us fly. I am, indeed, confounded 
With horror and astonishment extreme. 
PhKdra — but no; gods, let this dreadful secret 
Remain for ever buried in oblivion. 

Theramenes 
The ship is ready if you wish to sail. 
But Athens has already givn her vote; 
Their leaders have consuhed all her tribes; 
Your brother is elected, Phasdra wins. 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Phardra? 

Theramenes 
A herald, charged with a commissioa 
From Athens, has arrived to place the reins 
Of power in her hands. Her son is King. 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Ye gods, who know her, do ye thus reward 
Her virtue? 

Theramenes 
A faint rumour meanwhile whispers 

That Theseus is not dead, but in Epirus 

Has shown himself. But, after all my search, 

I know too well — 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Let nothing be neglected. 
This rumour must be traced back to itt source. 



If it be fotmd unworthy of belief 

Let us set sail, and cost whatc'cr it may. 

To hands deserving trusi llie sceptre's Bway. 



Ph£dka, (Emoke 

Ph^dra 
All I Let them take elsewhere the worthless honours 
They bring roe. Why so urgent I should see them ? 
What flattering balm can soothe my wounded heart^ 
Far rather hide me : I have said too much. 
My madness has burst forth like streams in flood. 
And I have ulter'd what should ne'er have rcach'd 
His eaf. Gods I How he heard me ! How reluctant 
To catch my meaning, dull and cold as marble, 
And eager only for a quick retreat ! , 

How oft his blushes made my shame the deeper I 
Why did you turn me from the death I sought? i 

Ah! When his sword was pointed to my bosom. 
Did he grow pale, or try to snatch it from me ? 
That I had touch'd it was enough for him 
To render it for ever horrible, 
Leaving defilement on the hand that holds it. 

(Enone 
Thus brooding on your bitter disappointment, 
You only fan a fire that must be stifled. 
Would it not be more worthy of the blood 
Of Minos to find peace in nobler cares, 
And, in defiance of a wretch who flies 
From what he hates, reign, mount the proffer'd throne? 

TaXDRA 

I reign I Shall I the rod of empire sway. 
When rcaton reigns oo longer o'er myself? 



When I have lost control of all my senses? 

When 'neatb a shameful yoke I scarce can breathe? 

When I am dying ? 

CEnonr 
Fly. 

Ph^idra 

I cannot leave him. 

(Enoke 
Dare you not fly from him you dared lo banish? 

Pkmbka 
The time for that is past. He knows my frenzy. 
I have o'erstcpp'd the bounds of modesty, 
And blazon'd forth ray shame before his eyes. 
Hope stole into my heart against my will. 
Did you not rally my declining pow'rs? 
Was it not you yourself recall'd ray soul 
When fluttering on ray lips, and with your counsel, 
I^ent me fresh life, and told me I might love him? 

(Enone 
Blame me or blame me not for your misfortunes. 
Of what was I incapable, to save you? 
But if your indignation e'er was roused 
By insult, can you pardon his contempt ? 
How cruelly his eyes, severely fix'd, 
Survey'd you almost prostrate at his feet ! 
How hateful then appcar'd his savage pride! 
Why did not Phsedra see hira then as I 
Beheld him? 

PaxastA 
This proud mood that you resent 
May yield to lime. The rudeness of the forests 
Where he was bred, inured to rigorous laws. 
Clings to hira still ; love is a word he ne'er 
Had heard before. It may be his surprise 



PHUEDBA 

Stunn'd him, and too much vebctnence was shown 
In all I said. 

CEnone 
Remember that his mother 
Was a barbarian. 



She learnt to lovt 



Hatred intense. 



Ph«dra 
Scythian tbo' she was. 



CEnone 

He has for all the sex 



PH£DHA 

Then in his heart no rival 
Shall ever reign. Your counsel comes too late 
(Enone, serve my madness, not my reason. 
His heart is inaccessible to love: 
Let us attack him where he has more feeling. 
The charms of sovereignty appear'd to touch him; 
He could not hide that he was drawn to Athens; 
His vessels' prows were thither turn'd already, 
AH sail was set to scad before the breeze. 
Go you on my behalf, to his ambition 
Appeal, and let the prospect of the crown 
Dazzle his eyes. The sacred diadem 
Shall deck his brow, no higher honour mine 
Than there to bind it. His shall be the pow'r 
I cannot keep; and lie shall teach my sou 
How to rule men. It may be he will deign 
To be to him a father. Son and mother 
He shall control. Try ev'rj- means to move him; 
Your words will find more favour than can mine. 
Urge him with groans and tears; show Phxdra dying. 
Nor blush to use the voice of supplication. 
In yon is my last hope; I'll sanction all 
You say^ and on the issue hangs my fate. 



RACUTB 

SGcfct jvsdj swell the pride that boasts descent 
Fnm Hmv'q, but heavj- weighs a mother's guilt 
Upon her offspring. Yes, I dread the scorn 
Tbat wiD be cast on them, with too much truth, 
For my disgrace. I tremble when I think 
Tbat, cnish'd beneath that curse, they'll never dare 
To nite their eyes. 

(En ONE 

Doubt not I pity both ; 
Never was fear more just than yours. Why then 
Expose them to this ignominy? Why 
Will you accuse yourself? You thus destroy 
The only hope that's left; it will be said 
That PhKdra, conscious of her perfidy, 
Fled from her husband's sight. Hippolytus 
Will be rejoiced that, dying, you should lend 
His charge support. What can I answer him? 
Hel! find it easy to confute my tale. 
And 1 shall hear him with an air of triumph 
To every open ear repeat your shame. 
Sooner than that may fire from heav'n consume met 
Deceive me not. Say, do you love him still ? 
How look you now on this contemptuous prince? 

As on a monster frightful to mine eyes. 

(Enone 
Why yield him then an easy victory? 
You fear him? Venture to accuse him first. 
As guilty of the charge which he may bring 
This d.iy against you. Who can say 'tis false? 
All tells against him; in your hands his sword 
Happily left behind, your present trouble, 
Your past distress, your warnings to his father. 
His exile which your earnest pray'rs obtain'd. 



PH.EDRA 

What 1 Would you have me slander innocence i. 



THJEDRA 



(Enonk 

My zeal has need of naught from you but silence. 
Like you 1 tremble, and am loalh to do it; 
More willingly I'd face a thousand deaths, 
But since without this bitter remedy 
I lose you, and to me your life outweighs 
All else, I'll speak. Theseus, howe'er enraged. 
Will do no worse than banish him again. 
A father, when he punishes, remains 
A father, and his ire is satisGed 
With a light sentence. But if guiltless blood 
Should flow, is not your honour of more moment!! 
A treasure -far too precious to be risk'd? 
You must submit, whatever it dictates; 
For, when our reputation is at stake, 
All must be sacrificed, conscience itsdl 
But someone comes. 'Tis Theseus. 

Ph,£DKA 

And I see 

Hippolytus, my ruin plainly written 

In his stern eyes. Do what you will; I trust 

My fate to you. I cannot help myself. 



Theseus 
Fortune no longer fights against my wishes, 
Madam, and to your arms restores— 

Ph.£DRA 

Stay. Theseus 1 
Do not profane endearments that were once 
So sweet, but which I am unworthy now 
To taste. You have been wrong'd. Fortune hai 
proved 




RACINB 

S^tcfnl, nor in yonr absence spared your wife. 
I am unfit to meet yonr fond caress. 
How I maj bear my shame my only care 
Hencefonb. 



SCEKl V 

Theseds, Hippolytus, Theramekes 

Theseus 
Strange welcome for your father, this 1 
What does it mean, my son? 

Hippolytus 

Phaedra alone 
Can solve this mystery. But if my wish 
Can move you, let me never see her more; 
Suffer Hippolytus to disappear 
For ever from the home that holds your wife. 

Thesbus 
You, my son I Leave inc ? 

Hippolytus 

Twas not I who sought her: 
Twas you who led her footsteps to these shores. 
At your departure you thought meet, my lord. 
To trust Aricia and the Queen to this 
Trcezenian land, and 1 myself was charged 
With their protection. But what cares henceforth 
Need keep me here? My youth of idleness 
Has shown its skill enough o'er paltry foes 
That range the woods. May I nol quit a life 
Of such inglorious ease, and dip my spear 
In nobler blood? Ere you had reach 'd my age 
More than one tyrant, monster more than one 
Had felt the weight of your stout arm. Already, 
Successful in attacking insolence, 
You bad removed all dan^rs that infested 



PH,EDRA 

Our coasts to east and west. The traveller fear'd 

Outrage no longer. Hearing of your deeds, 

Already Hercules relied on you, 

And rested from his toils. While I, unknown 

Son of so brave a sire, am far behind 

Even my mother's footsteps. Let my courage 

Have scope to act. and if some monster yet 

Has 'scaped you, let me lay the glorious spoils 

Down at your feet; or let the memory 

Of death faced nobly keep my name alive. 

And prove to all the world I was your son. 



Theseus 
Why, what is this? What terror has possess'd 
My family to make them fly before me ? 
U I return to find myself so fear'd, 
So little welcome, why did Heav'n release tne 
From prison? My sole friend, misled by passion, 
Was bent on robbing of his wife the tyrant 
Who ruled Epiriis. With regret I lent 
The lover aid, but Fate had made us blind, 
Myself as well as him. The tyrant seized mc 
Defenceless and uoarm'd. Pirithous 
I saw with tears cast forth to be devour'd 
By savage beasts that lapp'd the blood of men. 
Myself in gloomy caverns he inclosed. 
Deep in the bowels of the earth, and nigh 
To Pluto's realms. Six months I lay ere Heav'n 
Had pity, and I 'scaped the watchful eyes 
That guarded me. Then did I purge the world 
Of a foul foe, and he himself has fed 
His monsters. But, when with expectant joy 
To all that is most precious I draw near 
Of what the gods have left me, when my soul 
I..ooks for full satisfaction in a sight 
So dear, my only welcome is a shudder. 
Embrace rejected, and a hasty ilight. 
Inspiring, as I clearly do, such terror, 
Would I were still a prisoner in Epirusl 



RACINB 

Phxdra complains that I have suffer'd outrage. 
Who has betray'd me? Speak. Why was I not 
Avenged? Has Greece, to whom mine arm so oft.| 
Brought useful aid, shelter'd the criminal? 
You make no answer. Is my son, mine own 
Dear son, confederate with mine enemies? 
I'll enter. This suspense is overwhelming. 
I'il learn at once the culprit and the crime. 
And Phsedra must explain her troubled sutc. 



Scene VI 
HiPPOLYTUs, Tbebamekes 

HiPPOLYTUS 

What do these words portend, which seetn'd to fr« 
My very blood? Will Phadra, in her frenzy 
Accuse herself, and seal her own destruction? 
What will the King say? Gods! What fatal poiio 
Has love spread over all his house ! Myself, 
Full of a 6re his hatred disapproves, 
How changed he finds me from the son he knew) 
With dark forebodings in my mind alarm'd. 
But innocence has surely naught to fear. 
Come, lei us go, and in some olher place 
Consider how I best may move my sire 
To tenderness, and tell him of a flame 
Vex'd but not vanquish'd by a father's blame. 



THEsevs, (Enone 

Tbeseus 

Ah! What is this I hear? Presumptuous traitor I 
And would he have disgraced his father's honour? 
With what relentless footsteps Fate pursues mc 1 



PHifiDRA 

Wliither I go I know not, nor where know 

1 am. O kind affection il! repaid ! 

Audacious scheme! Abominable thought t 

To reach the object of his foul desire 

The wretch disdaln'd not to use violence. 

I know this sword that served him in his fury, 

The sword I gave him for a nobler use. 

Could not the sacred ties of blood restrain him? 

And Phiedra. — was she loath to have him punish'd? 

She held her tongue. Was that to spare the culprit? 

GEnone 

Nay, but to spafe a most unhappy father, 
O'erwhelra'd with shame that her eyes should have 

kindled 
So infamous a. flame and prompted him 
To crime so heinous, Phsedra would have died, 
I saw her raise her arm, and ran to save her. 
To me alone you owe it that she lives ; 
And, in my pity both for her and you. 
Have I against my will interpreted 
Uer tears. 

Theseus 
The traitor! He might well turn pale. 
Twas fear that made him tremble when he saw n 
I was asloniah'd that he show'd no pleasure; 
His frigid greeting chill'd my tenderness. 
But was this guilty passion that devours him 
Declared already ere I banish 'd him 
From Athens? 

CEnone ' 

Sire, remember how the Queen 
Urged you. Illicit love caused all her hatred. 

Theseus 
And then this fire broke out again at TroEEcn? 

<Enone 
■Sire, I have told you all. Too long the Quesn 



Has been allow'd to bear her grief akiiie 
L«l DK now leave vou and attend to her. 



THCSLUS, HlPPOLYTUS 

Theseus 

Ah! There he is. Great gods! That noble mien 
Might well deceive an eye less fond than mine ! 
Why should the sacred stamp of virtue gleam 
Upon the forehead of an impious wretch? 
Ought nol ihe blackness of a traitor's heart 
To show itself by sure and certain signs? 

HlPPOLYTUS 

My father, may I ask what fatal cloud 
Has troubled your majestic countenance? 
Dare you not trust this secret to your son? 



Theskus 
Traitor, how dare you show yourself before mo? 
Monster, whom Heaven's bolts have spared too long! 
Survivor of that robber crew whereof 
I cleansed the earth. After your brutal lust 
Scom'd even to respect my marriage bed. 
You venture — you, my hated foe — to come 
Into my presence, here, where all is full 
Of your foul infamy, instead of seeking 
Some unknown land that never heard my name. 
Fly, traitor, fly ! Stay not to tempt the wrath 
That I can scarce restrain, nor brave my hatred. 
Disgrace enough have I incurr'd for ever 
in being father of so vile a son. 
Without your death staining indelibly 
The glorious record of my noble deeds. 
Fly, and unless you wish quick punishment 
To add you to the criminals cut off 



PH^DRA ISS 

By mc, take heed this sun that lights us now 

Ne'er see you more set foot upon this soiL 

I tell you once again, — fly, haste, return not. 

Rid all my realms of your atrocious presence. 

To thee, to thee, great Neptune, I appeal ; 

If erst I clear'd thy shores of foul assassins, 

Recall thy promise to reward those efforts, 

Crown'd with success, by granting my first pray'r. 

Confined for long in close captivity, 

I have not yet call'd on thy pow'rful aid. 

Sparing to use the valued privilege 

Till at mine utmost need. The time is come, 

I ask thee now. Avenge a wretched father 1 

I leave this traitor to thy wrath ; in blood 

Quench his outrageous fires, and by thy fury 

Theseus will estimate thy favour tow'rds him. 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Phaedra accuses me of lawless passion 1 
This crowning horror all my soul confounds; 
Such unexpected blows, falling al once. 
O'erwhelm me, choke my utterance, strike me dumb. 

Theseus 
Traitor, you reckon'd that in timid silence 
Phedra would bury your brutahty. 
You should not have abandon'd in your flight 
The sword that in her hands helps to condemn 

Or rather, to complete your perfidy. 

You should have robb'd her both of speech and life. 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Justly indignant at a lie so black 
I might be pardon'd if I told the truth; 
But it concerns your honour to conceal it. 
Approve the reverence that shuts my mouth; 
And, without wishing to increase your woes, 
Examine closely what my life has been. 



BAcnnt 

Great crimes are never single, tbey are link'd 

To former faults. He who has once transgress'd 

May violate at last all that men hoM 

Most Eacred; vice, like virtue, has degrees 

Of progress; innocence was never seen 

To sink at once into the lowest depths 

Of guilt. No virtuous man can in a day 

Turn traitor, murderer, and incestuous wrctd;. 

The nursling of a chaste, heroic mother, 

I have not proved unworthy of my birth. 

Pittheus, whose wisdom is by all estecm'd, 

Deign'd to instruct me when I left her hands. 

It is no wish of mine to vaunt my merits, 

But, if I may lay claim to any virtue, 

I think beyond all else I have display'd 

Abhorrence of those sins with which I'm charged. 

For this Hippolytus is known in Greece, 

So continent that he is deem'd austere. 

All know my abstinence inflexible : 

The daylight is not purer than my heart. 

How then could 1, burning with fire profane — 



Tbeseus 
Yes, dastard, 'tis that very pride condemns you. 
I sec the odious reason of your coldness: 
Phadra alone bewitch 'd your shameless eyes; 
Your soul, to others' charms indifferent, 
Disdain'd the blameless fires of lawful love. 



Hippolytus 
No, father, I have hidden it too long, 
This heart has not disdain'd a sacred flame. 
Here at your feet I own my real offence: 
I love, and love in truth where you forbid me; 
Bound to Aricia by my heart's devotion, 
The child of Pallas has subdued your son. 
A rebel to your laws, her I adore. 
And breathe forth ardent sighs for her alone. 



PREDRA 187 

Theseos 
Yoo lore her? Heav'nsl 

But no, I see the trick. 
You feign a crime to justify yourself. 

HiPPOLYTOS 

Sir, I have shunn'd her for six months, and still 
Love her. To you yourself I came to tell il, 
Trembling the while. Can nothing clear your mind 
Of your mistake? What oath can reassure you? 
By heav'n and earth and all the pow'rs of natur^- 

Tbeseus 
The wicked never shrink from perjury. 
Cease, cease, and spare me irksome protestations, 
If your false virtue has no other aid. 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Tho' it to you seem false and insincere, 
Phxdra has secret cause to know it true. 

Theseus 
Ah ! how your shamelessness excites my wrath I 

HlFPOLYTUS 

What is my term and place of banishment? 

Theseus 
Were you beyond the Pillars of Alcides, 
Your perjured presence were too near me yet. 

HiPPOLVTUS 

What friends will pity me, when you forsake 
And think me guilty of a crime so vile? 

Theseos 
Go, look you out for friends who hold in honour 
Adultery and dap their hands at incest. 




Low, lawless traitors, st«p'd in infamy. 
The fit protectors of a knave like you. 

HiPPOLYTUS 

Are incest and adnltery the words 
You cast at me? I hold my tongue. Yet thinV 
What mother Phawlra had; too well you know 
Her blood, not mine, is tainted with those horrors. 

Theseijs 
What I Docs your rage before my eyes lose all 
Restraint? For the last time, — out of my sight! 
Hence, traitor ! Wait not till a father's wrath 
Force thee away 'mid general execratioa. 



ScciTB in 

Theseus (aloHe) 
Wretch! Thou must meet inevitable ruin. 
Neptune has sworn by Styx — to gods themselves 
A dreadful oath, — and he will execute 
His promise. Thou canst not escape his vengeance. 
I loved thee ; and, in spite of thine otTence, 
My heart is troubled by anticipation 
For thee. But thou hast earn'd thy doom too well. 
Had father ever greater cause for rage ? 
Just gods, who see the grief that overwhelms me, 
Why was I cursed with such a wicked son? 



SCIXB IV 

Ph.edra, Theseus 

PB.£DRA 

My lord, I come to you, fiU'd with Just dread. 
Your voice raised high in anger reach'd mine ears. 
And much I fear that deeds have follow'd threats. 
Oh, If there yet is time, spare your own offspring; 



PH«DRA 

Respect your race and blood, I do beseech you. 
Let me not hear that blood cry from the ground; 
Save me the horror and perpetual pain 
Of having caused his father's hand to shed it. 



Theseus 
No, Madam, from that stain my hand is free. 
But, for all that, the wretch has not escaped me. 
The hand of an Immortal now is charged 
With his destruction. 'Tis a debt that Neptune 
Owes me, and you shall be avenged. 

Pbsdia 

AdAt 

Owed you? PrayVs made in anger— 



Theseus 

Never fear 
That they will fail. Rather join yours to mine. 
In all their blackness paint for me his crimes. 
And fan my lardy passion to white heat. 
But yet you know not all his infamy; 
His rage against you overflows in slanders; 
Your mouth, he says, is full of all deceit, 
He says Aricia has his heart and soul. 
That her alone he loves. 



Theseus 

Ay. 

He said it to my face ! an idle pretext ! 
A trick that gulls me not ! Let us hope NcptUBt.^ 
Will do him speedy justice. To his altars 
I go, to urge performance of bis oaths. 



CEnoni 

What fruit will they enjoy of their vain love? 
They will not see each other more. 

Phsima 

That love 
Will last for ever. Even while I speak, 
Ah, fatal thought, they laugh to scorn the madness 
Of my distracted heart. In spite of exile 
That soon must pari them, widi a thousand oaths 
They seal yet closer union. Can I suffer 
A happiness, CEnone, which insults me? 
I crave your pity. She must he destroy'd. 
My husband's wrath against a hateful stock 
Shall be revived, nor must the punishment 
Be light: the sister's guilt passes the brothers'. 
I will entreat him in my jealous rage. 
What am 1 saying? Have I lost my senses? 
Is Phxdra jealous, and will she implore 
Theseus for help? My husband lives, and yet 
I burn. For whom ? Whose heart is this I claim 
As mine? At every word I say, my hair 
Stands up with horror. Guih henceforth has pass'd 
All bounds. Hypocrisy and incest breathe 
At once thro' all. My murderous hands are ready 
To spill the blood of guileless innocence. 
Do I yet live, wretch that 1 am, and dare 
To face this holy Sun from whom I spring? 
My father's sire was king of all the gods; 
My ancestors fill all the universe. 
Where can I hide? In the dark realms of Pluto? 
But there my father holds the fatal um; 
His hand awards th' irrevocable doom : 
Minos is judge of all the ghosts in hell. 
Ah! how his awful shade will start and shudder 
When he shall see his daughter brought before him. 
Forced to confess sins of such varied dye. 
Crimes it may be unknown to hell itself! 
What wilt thou say, my father, at a sight 



PH«DRA 

So dire? I think I sec thee drop the urn. 
And, seeking some unheard-of punishment. 
Thyself become my executioner. 
Spare me ! A cruet goddess has destroy'd 
Thy race : and in my madness recognize 
Her wrath, Alas ! My aching heart has reap'd 
No fruit of pleasure from the frightful crime 
The shame of which pursues me to the grave, 
And ends in torment life-long misery. 

(Enove 
Ah, Madam, pray dismiss a groundless dread: 
Look less severely on a venial error. 
You love. We cannot conquer destiny. 
You were drawn on as by a fatal charm. 
Is that a marvel without precedent 
Among us? Has love triumph'd over you, 
And o'er none else? Weakness is natural 
To man. A mortal, to a mortal's lot 
Submit, You chafe against a yoke that others 
Have long since borne. The dwellers in Olympus, 
The gods themselves, who terrify with threats 
The sins of men, have bum'd with lawless fires. 



PlI£DRA 

What words are these I hear? What counsel this 

You dare to give me? Will you to the end 

Pour poison in mine ears? You have destroy'd me. 

You brought me back when I should else have quitted 

The light of day, made me forget my duty 

And see Hippolytus, till then avoided. 

What hast thou done? WTiy did your wicked mouth 

With blackest lies slander his blameless life? 

Perhaps you've slain him, and the impious pray'r 

Of an unfeeling father has been answer'd. 

No. not another word I Go, hateful monster; 

Away, and leave me to my piteous fate. 

May Heav'n with justice pay you your deserts I 

And may your punishment for ever be 



HACINE 

And innocence ? What mist before your eyes 

Blinds ihera to virtue bo conspicuous? 

Ah ! 'tis loo much lo let false tongues defame him. 

Repent ; call back your murderous wishes. Sire ; 

Fear, fear lest Hcav'n in its severity 

Hate you enough to hear and grant your pray'rs. 

Oft in their wrath the gods accept our victims. 

And oftentimes chastise us with their gifts. 

THKSEtJS 

No, vainly would you cover up his guilt. 

Your love ts blind to his depravity. 

But I have witness irreproachable; 

Tears have I seen, true tears, that may be trusted. 

Aricia 
Take heed, my lord. Your hands invincible 
Have rid the world of monsters numberless: 
But all arc not desiroy'd, one you have left 
Alive — Your son forbids me to say more. 
Knowing with what respect he still regards you, 
r should too much distress him if I dared 
Complete my sentence. 1 will imitate 
His reverence, and, to keep silence, leave you. 



Theseus iatone) 
What is there in her mind? What meaning lurks 
In speech begun but to be broken short ? 
Would both deceive me with a vain pretence? 
Have they conspired to put me to the torture ? 
And yet, despite my stern severity. 
What plaintive voice cries deep within my heart? 
A secret pity troubles and alarms me. 
CEnone shall he questioned once again, 
I must have clearer light upon this crime. 
Guards, bid (Enone come, and come alone. 



Theskus, Pa cope 

Pa NOPE 
I know not what the Queen intends to do, 
But from her agitation dread the worst. 
Fatal despair is painted on her features; 
Death's pallor is already in her face. 
(Enonc, shamed and driven from her sight, 
Has cast herself into the ocean depths. 
None knows what prompted her to deed s 
And now the waves hide her from us for e 

Theseus 
What say you? 

Pa NOPE 
Her sad fate seems to have added 
Fresh trouble to the Queer's tempestuous soul. 
Sometimes, to soothe her secret pain, she clasps 
Her children close, and bathes them with her tears ; 
Then suddenly, the mother's love forgotten, 
She thrusts them from her with a look of horror. 
She wanders to and fro with doubtful steps; 
Her vacant eye no longer knows us. Thrict 
She wrote, and thrice did she, changing her mind, 
Destroy the letter ere 'twas well begun. 
Vouchsafe to see her, Sire: vouchsafe to help her. 

Theseus 
Heav'ns Is CEnone dead, and Phaedra bent 
On dying too? Oh, call me back my son ! 
Let him defend himself, and I ara ready 
To hear him. Be not hasty to bestow 
Thy fatal bounty, Neptune ; let my pray'rs 
Rather remain ever unheard. Too soon 
1 lifted cruel hands, believing lips 
That may have lied ! Ab I What despair may follow 1 




Scene VI 
Theseus, Thekamenes 

Theseus 

Theramenes, is't thou? Where is my son? 
I gave him to thy charge from temjerest childhood. 
But whence these tears that overflow thine eyes? 
How is it with my son? 

Theramenes 

Concern too iatc ! 
Affection vain ! Hippolytus is dead. 



HE5EUS 



Gods! 



Theramenes 
I have seen the flow'r of all mankind 
Cut off, and I am bold lo say that none 
Deserved it less, 

Theseus 

What ! My son dead ! When I 
Was stretching out my arms to him, has Heav'n 
Hasten'd his end? What was this sudden stroke? 

Theramenes 
Scarce had we pass'd out of the gates of Troezen, 
He silent in his chariot, and his guards. 
Downcast and silent too, around him ranged; 
To the Mycenian road he turn'd his steeds, 
Then, lost in thought, allow'd the reins to lie 
Loose on their backs. His noble chargers, erst 
So full of ardour to obey his voice. 
With head depress'd and melancholy eye 
Seem'd now to mark his sadness and to share it. 
A frightful cry, that issues from the deep, 
With sudden discord rends the troubled air; 
And from the bosom of the earth a groan 
Is heard in answer to that voice of terror. 
Our blood is frozen at our very hearts; 



PfLEDRA IB 

With bristling mane? the lisfning steeds stand still. 

Meanwhile upon the watery plain there rises 

A mountain billow with a mighty crest 

Of foam, that shoreward rolls, and, as it breaks 

Before our eyes vomils a furious monster. 

With formidable horns its brow is arm'd, 

And all its body clothed with yellow scales, 

In front a savage bull, behind a dragon 

Turning and twisting in impatient rage. 

Its long continued bellowings make the shore 

Tremble; the sky seems horror-struck to see it; 

The earth with terror quakes; its poisonous breath 

Infects the air. The wave that brought it ebbs 

In fear. All fly. forgetful of the courage 

That cannot aid, and in a neighbouring temple 

Take refuge — all save bold Hippolytus. 

A hero's worthy son, he stays his steeds. 

Seizes his darts, and, rushing forward, hurls 

A missile with sure aim that wounds the monster 

Deep in the flank. With rage and pain it springs 

E'en to the horses' feet, and, roaring, falls. 

Writhes in the dust, and shows a fiery throat 

That covers them with flames, and blood, and smoke. 

Fear lends them wings; deaf to his voice for once. 

And heedless of the curb, they onward fly. 

Their master wastes his strength in efforts vain; 

With foam and blood each courser's bit is red. 

Some say a god, amid this wild disorder. 

Was seen with goads pricking their dusty flanks. 

O'er jagged rocks they rush urged on by terror; 

Crash I goes the asle-tree. Th' intrepid youth 

Sees his car broken up, flying to pieces : 

He falls himself entangled in the reins. 

Pardon my grief. That cruel spectacle 

Will be for me a source of endless tears. 

I saw thy hapless son, I saw him, Sire, 

Dragg'd by the horses that his hands had fed, 

Pow'rless to check their fierce career, his voice 

But adding to their fright, his body soon 

One mass of wounds. Our cries of anguish fill 



RACINB 

The pUin. At last they aUcketi their iwift pace. 
Then stop, not far from those old tombs ih«i mark 
Where lie the ashes of his royal sircB. 
Panting I thither run. and after me 
His guard, along the track stain'd with fresh blood 
That reddens all the rocks ; caught in the briers 
Locks o£ his hair hang dripping, gory spoils 1 
I come, I call him. Stretching forth his hand. 
He opes hts dying eyes, soon closed again. 
" The gods have robb'd me of a guiltless life." 
I hear him say: " Take care of sad Aricia 
Wlien I am dead. Dear friend, if e'er my father 
Mourn, undeceived, his son's unhappy fate 
Falsely accused ; to give my spirit peace. 
Tell him to treat his captive tenderly, 
And to restore—" With that the hero's breath 
Fails, and a mangled corpse lies in my arms, 
A piteous object, trophy of the wrath 
Of Heav'n — so changed, his father would not know 
him. 

Thesius 
Alas, my son ! Dear hope for ever lost ! 
The ruthless gods have served me but too welt. 
For what a life of anguish and remorse 
Am I reserved I 

Thesamenes 
Aricia at that instant. 
Flying from you, comes timidly, to take him 
For husband, there, in presence of the gods. 
Thus drawing nigh, she sees the grass all red 
And reeking, sees (sad sight for lover's eye!) 
Hippolytus stretch'd there, pale and disfigured. 
But, for a time doubtful of her misfortune, 
Unrecognired the hero she adores, 
She looks, and asks — " Where is Hippolytus? " 
Only too sure at last that he lies there 
Before her, with sad eyes that silently 
Reproach the gods, she shudders, groans, and falls 
Swocming and all but lifeless, at his feet 



PHADRA 

Ismene, all in tears, kneels down beside her, 
And calls her back to life — life that is naught 
But sense of pain. And I, to whom this light 
Is darkness now, come to discharge the duty 
The hero has imposed on me, to tell thee 
His last request— a melancholy task. 
But hither comes his mortal enemy. 



Scene VII 
Theseus, Pu^dba, Tueramehbs, Panope, Guards 

Theseus 
Madam, you've triumph'd, and my son is kiH'd I 
Ah, but what room have I for fear ! How justly 
Suspicion racks me that in blaming him 
I crr'd 1 But he is dead ; accept your victim ; 
Rightly or wrongly slain, let your heart leap 
For joy. My eyes shall be for ever blind: 
Since you accuse him, I'll believe him guilty. 
His death affords me cause enough for tears. 
Without a foolish search for further light 
Which, pow'rless to restore him to my grief. 
Might only serve to make me more unhappy. 
Far from this shore and far from you I'll fly. 
For here the image of my mangled son 
Would haunt my memory and drive me mad. 
From the whole world I fain would banish me. 
For all the world seems to rise up in judgment 
Against me; and my very glory weights 
My punishment; for, were my name less known 
'Twere easier to hide me. All the favours 
The gods have granted me 1 mourn and hate, 
Nor will I importune them with vain pray'rs 
Henceforth for ever. Give me what they may. 
What they have taken will all else outweigh. 

Pn^DRA 

Theseus, I cannot hear you and keep silence: 



I must repair the wrong that he has suiter'd— 
Your Mm was innocent. 



Unhappy father! 
And it was on your word lliat I condemn'd hitut 
Think you such cruelty can be excused — 

Ph«dra 

Moments to me are precious ; hear me, Theseus. 

'Twas I who cast an eye of lawless passion 

On chaste and dutiful Hippolytus. 

Heavn in my bosom kindled baleful fire. 

And vile (Enone's cunning did the rest. 

She fear'd Hippolytus, knowing my madness, 

Would make that passion known which he regard' 

With horror; so advantage of my weakness 

She took, and hasten'd to accuse him first. 

For that she has been punish'd. tho' too mildly; 

Seeking to shun my wrath she cast herself 

Beneath the waves. The sword ere now had cut 

My thread of life, hut slander'd innocence 

Made its cry heard, and I resolved to die 

In a more lingering way. confessing first 

My penitence to you. A poison, brought 

To Athens by Medea, runs thro' my veins. 

Already in my heart the venom works, 

Infusing there a strange and fatal chill; 

Already as thro' thickening mists I see 

The spouse to whom my presence is an outrage; 

Death, from mine eyes veiling the light of heav'n. 

Restores its purity that they defiled. 

Panope 
She dies my lord! 

Theseus 

Would that the memory 
Of her disgraceful deed could perish with her I 



PHiEDRA 
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Ah, disabused too late ! Come, let us go, 
And with the blood of mine unhappy son 
Mingle our tears, clasping his dear remains, 
In deep repentance for a pray'r detested. 
Let him be honoured as he well deserves ; 
And, to appease his sore offended ghost, 
Be her near kinsmen's guilt whate'er it may, 
Aricia shall be held my daughter from to-day. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTE 

Jean Bafhste Poqueun, bmtr known by his itage name of 
Moiiire, stands without a rival at the head of French comedy. 
Bom at Paris in January, itii, where his father held a position 
in the royal household, he teas educated at the Jesuit CoUtge de 
Clermont, and for some time studied law, which he soon 
abandoned for the stage. His life was spent in Paris and in Ike 
provinces, acting, directing perfornuinces, managing theaters, and 
writing plays. He had his share of applause from the king and 
from the public; but Ike satire in bis comedies tnade him many 
tnemies, and he was the object of the most venomous attacks 
and the most impossible slanders. Nor did he find much solace 
at home; for he married unfortunately, and the unhappiness that 
followed increased the bitterness that public hostility Iiad brought 
tnlo his life. On February 17, 1673, while acting in "La Malade 
Imaginaire," the last of his masterpieces, he was seised with 
illness and died a few hours later. 

The first of the greater works of Molidre was "Les Prfcieusti 
Ridicules." produced in 1639. In this brilliant piece Moliire liftei 
French comedy to a new level and gave it a new purpose- 
salirixing of contemporary manners and affectations by frank 
portrayal and criticism. In the great plavs that followed, "The 
School for Husbands" and "The School for Wives," "The Mis- 
anthrope" and "The Hypocrite" (Tartuffe), "The Miser" 
"The Hypochondriac." "The Learned Ladies," "The Doctor i» 
Spile of Himself," "The Cititen Turned Gentleman," and many 
others, he exposed mercilessly one after another the vices and 
foibles of the day. 

His eharacterislic qualities are noivhere better exhibited than 
in "Tartuffe." Compared with such characterisation as Shake- 
speare's, Moliire's method of portraying life may seem to bt 
Jacking in complexity: but it is precisely the simplicity with 
which creations like Tartuffe embody the weakness or vice thtf 
represent that has given them their place as universally reci 
nised types of hutnan nature. 






TARTUFFE 

A COMEDY 

cBAurrms actocs 

Hadaiu Pernelle, mother of Organ Louis BijAtt 

Oboon, hmbaHd o/ Elmirt UoLitta 

Ei-MiBE, wifr of Orton Mlle. HoLtkni 

Damis, ton of Orgon [Idbut 

UAkiANE, daughter of Organ, in lave tvilh Valtre . . .Mi.lb. Dbbbik 

ValIie, in lotie tvi'fh Martone La Grahcb 

CiiAMTK. brother-in-law of Orgon Iji TBORitLine 

TABtuppE, hypocrite Du Caoisv 

DoBi.NE, Mariane'i maid Madeleine Bkjart 

H. LovAL, a bailiff Dnu* 

A Police Officer 

LiPOTTE, Madatne Pemelle't tervont 

The teem it at Parit 
ACT I 

SC*HK I 

Madame Pernelle and Flipotte. her servant; Elmike, 
Mariane, Cleante, Damis, Dorinb 
Madame Perneu-e 
Come, come, Flipotte, and let mc get away. 

El MIRE 
You hurry so, I hardly can attend you, 

Madame Pernelle 
Then don't, my daughter-in-law. Stay where you are. 
I can dispense wiih your polite attentions, 

CoprrlRbl, iwS, br C. F, Putnam'i Son! 
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Elmire 
We're only paying what is due you, mother. 
Why must you go away in such a hurry? 

Madame Pernellb 
Because I can't endure your carryings-on. 
And no one takes the slightest pains lo please m 
I leave your house, I tell you, quite disgusted; 
You do the opposite of my instructions ; 
You've no respect for anything: each one 
Must have his say ; it's perfect pandemonium. 

DoaiNE 
If.. 

Madame Pernelle 
You're a servant wench, my girl, and much ' 
Too full of gab, and too impertinent 
And free with your advice on all occasions. 

Dam IS 
But . . . 

Madame Pernelle 
You're a fool, my boy — f, o, o, 1 
Just spells your name. Let grandma tell you that 
I've said a hundred times to my poor son, 
Your father, that you'd never come to good 
Or give him anything but plague and torment. 

Marian E 
Ithink . . . 

Madame Pernelle 
O dearie me, his little sister I 
You're all demureness, butter wouldn't melt 
In your mouth, one would think to look at you. 
Still waters, though, they say , . . you know thel 

proverb ; 
And I don't like your doings on the sly. 



But, mother . . . 

Madame Pernelle 
Daughter, by your leave, ygur conduct 
In everything is altogether wrong; 
You ought to set a good example for 'em ; 
Their dear departed mother did much better. 
You are extravagant ; and it offends mc, 
To see you always decked out like a princess. 
A woman who would please her husband's eyes 
Alone, wants no such wealth of fineries. 

Cleaste 
But, madam, after all . , . 

Madame Peknelle 

Sir, as for you. 
The lady's brother, I esteem you highly, 
Love and respect you. But, sir, all the same. 
If I were in my son's, her husband's, place, 
I'd urgently entreat you not to come 
Wilhin our doors. You preach a way of living 
That decent people cannot tolerate. 
I'm rather frank with you ; but that's my way— 
I don't mince matters, when I mean a thing. 

Damis 
Mr. TartufFe, your friend, is mighty lucky ... 

Madame Perk ell e 
He is a holy man, and must be heeded : 
I can't endure, vrith any show of patience, 
To hear a scatterbrains like you attack him. 

Damis 
What! Shall I let a bigot criu'caster 
Come and usurp a tyrant's power here? 



And shall we never dare amuse ourselves 
Till this fine gentleman deigns to consent? 

DORINE 

If we must hark to him, and heed his maxims. 
There's not a thing we do but whals a crime; 
He censures everything, this zealous carper. 

Madame Pernelle 
And all he censures is well censured, too. 
He wants to guide you on the way to heaven ; 
My son should train you all to love him weil. 

Damis 
No, madam, look you, nothing — not my father 
Nor anything — can make me tolerate him. 
I should beiie my feelings not to say so. 
His actions rouse my wrath at every turn ; 
And I foresee that there must come of it 
An open rupture with this sneaking scoundreL 

DORINE 

Besides, 'tis downright scandalous to see 
This unknown upstart master of the house — 
This vagabond, who hadn't, when he came. 
Shoes to his feet, or clothing worth six farthings, 
And who so far forgets his place, as now 
To censure everything, and rule the roast I 

Madame Pernelle 
Eh! Mercy sakes alive 1 Things would go better '1 
If all were governed by his pious orders. 

DORINE 

He passes for a saint in your opinion. 
In fact, he's nothing but a hypocrite. 

Madame Pernelle 
Just listen to her tongue I 



DORINE 

I wouldn't trust him, 
Nor yet his Lawrence, without bonds and surety. 

Madame Pernelle 
I don't know what the servant's character 
May be; but I can guarantee the master 
A holy man. You hate him and reject him 
Because he tells home truths to all of you. 
'Tis sin alone that moves his heart to anger. 
And heaven's interest is his only motive 

DosiNE 
Ot course. But why, especially of late. 

Can he let nobody come near the house? 
Is heaven offended at a dvil call 
That he should make so great a fuss about it? 
I'll tell you. if you like, just what I think; 

(Poinliug to Blmire) 
Upon my word, he's jealous of our mistress. 

Madame Pernelle 
You hold your tongue, and think what you arc saying. 
He's not alone in censuring these visits; 
The turmoil that attends your sort of people. 
Their carriages forever at the door, 
And all their noisy footmen, flocked together. 
Annoy the neighbourhood, and raise a scandal. 
I'd gladly think there's nothing realty wrong; 
But it makes talk; and that's not as it should be, 

Cleante 
Eh ! madam, can you hope to keep folk's tongues 
From wagging? Ic would be a grievous thing 
!f, for the fear of idle talk about us. 
We had to sacrifice our friends. No, no; 
Even if we could bring ourselves to do it. 

Vol. «9— 7 HC 



HOLI^AK 

Think you that everyone would then be silenced: 

Against backbiting there is no defence 

So let us try to live in innocence, 

To silly tattle pay no heed at all. 

And leave the gossips free to vent their gall. 

DORINE 

Our neighbour Daphne, and her little husband, 
Must be the ones who slander us, I'm thinking, 
Those whose own conduct's roost ridiculous. 
Are always quickest to speak ill of others; 
They never fail to seize at once upon 
The slightest hint of any love affair. 
And spread the news of it with glee, and give it 
The character they'd have the world beheve in. 
By others' actions, painted in their colours. 
They hope to justify their own; they think. 
In the false hope of some reaetMblance, either 
To make their own intrigues seem innocent. 
Or else to make their neighbours share the blame 
Which they are loaded with by everybody, 

Madaue Fernelle 
These arguments are nothing to tlie purpose. 
Orante, we all know, lives a perfect life; 
Her thoughts are all of heaven ; and I have heard 
That she condemns the company you keep. 

DOBINE 

O admirable pattern I Virtuous dame I 

She lives the model of austerity; 

But age has brought this piety upon her, 

And slie's a prude, now she can't help herself. 

As long as she could capture men's attentions 

She made the most of her advantages; 

But, now she sees her beauty vanishing. 

She wants to leave the world, that's leaving her. 

And in the specious veil of haughty virtue 

She'd hide the weakness of her worn-out cbarma. 



TABTUFFE 

That is the way with all your old coquettes; 
They find il hard to see their lovers leave 'em; 
And thus abandoned, their forlorn estate 
Can find no occupation but a prude's. 
These pious dames, in their austerity. 
Must carp at everything, and pardon nothing. 
They loudly blame their neighbours' way of living. 
Not for religion's sake, but out of envy, 
Because they can't endure lo see another 
Enjoy the pleasures age has weaned them from. 

Madamk Pernelle, to Klmire 
There t That 's the kind of rigtnarole to please you, 
Daughter-in-law, One never has a chance 
To get a word in edgewise, at your house. 
Because this lady holds the floor all day ; 
But none the less, I mean to have my say, too. 
I tell you that my son did notliing wiser 
In all his life, than take this godly man 
Into his household ; heaven sent him here, 
In your great need, to make you all repent; 
For your salvation, you must hearken to him; 
He censures nothing but deserves his censure. 
These visits, these assemblies, and these balls. 
Are all inventions of the evil spirit. 
You never hear a word of godliness 
At them — but idle cackle, nonsense, flimflam. 
Our neighbour often comes in for a share. 
The talk fiies fast, and scandal fills the air; 
It makes a sober person's head go round, 
At these assemblies, jnst to hear the sound 
Of GO much gab, with not a word to say ; 
And as a learned man remarked one day 
Most aptly, 'tis the Tower of Babylon, 
Where all. beyond all limit, babble on. 
And just to tell you how this point came in . . . 



(To Cleante) 
Sol Now the gentleman must snicker, must he? 



Is home again. He hasn't seen me ^t. 
So I'll go up ind wait liU he comes in. 

Clsantb 
And I, to save time, will await him here: 
I'll merely say good -morning, and be gone. 



Soke IV 
Cleante, Dauis, Dorine 

Damis 

I wish you'd say a word to him about 
My sister's marriage ; I suspect Tartuffe 
Opposes it, and puts ray father up 
To all these wretched shifts. You know, besides. 
How nearly I'm concerned in it myself; 
If love unites my sister and Valere, 
~ }ve his sister too : and if this marriage 



Were to . 



DoHlNE 

He's coming. 



ScrneIV 

OkGONj CLEANTE, DORIKE 

OttGOM 

Ah 1 Good morning, brother i 

Clsante 
I was just going, but am glad to greet you. 
Things are not far advanced yet, in the country? 

Orcon 
Dorine . . . 

(To Cleante) 
Just wait a bit, please, brotlicr-in-law. 



Let me allay my first anxiety 
By asking news about the family. 

(To Dorixe) 
Has everything gone well these last two days? 
What's happening? And how is everybody? 

DoRINE 

Madam had fever, and a splitting headache 
Day before yesterday, all day and evening. 

Orgon 

And how about Tartuffe? 

DORINE 

Tartuffe? He's well; 
He's mighty well ; stout, fat, fair, rosy-lipped. 

OSGON 

Poor man 1 

DORINE 

At evening she had nausea 
And could't touch a single thing for supper. 
Her headache still was so severe. 



Okoon 



About Tartuffe? 



He supped alone, before her, 
And unctuously ate up two partridges. 
As well as half a leg o' mutton, deviled. 



DORINE 

All night she couldn't get a wink 



Scene vt 
Ohgon, Cleante 

Cleante 
Brother, she ridicules you to your face; 
And 1, though 1 don't want to make you angfy, 
Must tell you candidly that she's quite right. 
Was such infatuation ever heard of? 
And can a man to-day have charms to make you 
Forget all else, relieve his poverty. 
Give him a home, and then . . , ? 

Orgon 

Stop there, good brother, 
You do not know the man you're speaking of. 

Cleante 
Since you will have it so. I do not know him; 
But after all, to tell what sort of man 
He is . . . 

Orgon 
Dear brother, you 'd be charmed to know him; 
Your raptures over him would have no end. 
He is a man . . . who ... ah ! ... in fact ... a 

man 
Whoever does his will, taiows perfect peace, 
And counts the whole world else, as so much dung. 
His converse has transformed me quite; he weans 
My heart from every friendship, leaches me 
To have no love for anything on earth: 
And I could sec my brother, children, mother. 
And wife, all die, and never care — a snap. 

Cleante 
Your feelings are humane, I must say, brother I 

OncoN 
Ah I If you 'd seen hira. as I saw him first, 
You would have loved him just as much as I, 




Zomids, brother, yoa are iBad, I tlunk ! Or elic 
Yov 'n maSdag sport of mc, witb such a speeds 
Wbat are yxm driving at with aU this nonsense . . . ? { 



Or CON 
Brother, your language finacks of atheism ; 
And I suspect your eouI's a little tainted 
Therewith. I've preached to you a score of times 
That you 11 draw do«ii some judgment oo your bead. 



TABTUFFE 



Cleante 

That is the usual strain of all your kind; 
They must have eiery one as blind as they. 
They call you atheist if you have good eyes; 
And if you don't adore their vaiu grimaces, 
You've neither faith nor care for sacred things. 
No, no; such talk can't frighten me; 1, know 
What I am saying ; heaven sees my heart 
We're not the dupes of all your canting muraniers ; 
There are false heroes — and false devotees ; 
And as true heroes never are the ones 
Who make much noise about their deeds of honour. 
Just so true devotees, whom we should follow, 
Are not the ones who make so much vain show. 
What! Will you find no difference between 
Hypocrisy and genuine devoutness ? 
And will you treat them both alike, and pay 
The self-same honour both to masks and iactt 
Set artifice beside sincerity. 
Confuse the semblance with reality. 
Esteem a phantom like a living person. 
And counterfeit as good as honest coin? 
Men, for the most part, are strange creatures, truly I 
You never find them keep the golden mean; 
The limits of good sense, too narrow for ihem, 
Must always be passed by. in each direction : 
They often spoil the noblest things, because 
They go loo far, and push them to extremes, 
I merely say this by the way, good brother. 



Obcon 
You are the sole expounder 

Wisdom shall die with you, 
You are the only wise, the ! 
The oradc, the Cato, of oui 
All men, compared to you, ; 



of the doctrine ; 
lo doubt, good brother, 
□le enlightened, 
age. 
re downright fool*. 



Ci.EANTE 

e sole expounder of the doctrine, 



MOukBB 

And wudom shall not die with me, good brotber. 

But this 1 know, though it be all my knowledge. 

That there's a difTcreace 'twixt false and true 

And as I find no kind of hero more 

To be admired than men of true religion. 

Nothing more noble or more beantifnl 

Than is the holy zeal of true dcTOutncss: 

Just so I think there's naught more odiotis 

Than whited sepulchres of outward unction. 

Those l)are-fac«I charlatans, those hireling zealots. 

Whose sacrilegious, treacherous pretence 

Deceives at will, and with impunity 

Makes mockery of all that men hold sacred; 

Men who, enslaved to selfish interests. 

Make trade and merchandise of godliness. 

And try to purchase influence and office 

With false eye-rollings and affected raptures; 

Those men, I say, who with uncommon zeal 

Seek their own fortunes on the road to heaven ; 

Who. skilled in prayer, have always much to ask, 

And live at court to preach retirement ; 

Who reconcile religion with their vices. 

Are quick to anger, vengeful, faithless, tricky. 

And, to destroy a man, will have the boldness 

To call their private grudge the cause of heaven ; 

All the more dangerous, since in their anger 

They use against us weapons men revere, 

And since they make the world applaud their passioii, | 

A^d seek lo stab us with a sacred sword. 

There are too many of this canting kind. 

Slill. the sincere are easy to distinguish; 

And many splendid patterns may be found, 

!n our own time, before our very eyes 

Look at Ariston, Periandre, Oronte. 

Alcidamas, Clitandre, and Polydore; 

No one denies their claim to true religion; 

Yet they're no braggadocios of virtue. 

They do not make insufferable display. 

And their religion's human, tractable: 

They are not always judging all our actions, 
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They'd think such judgment savoured of presumption ; 

And, leaving pride of words to other men, 

'Tis by their deeds alone they censure ours. 

Evil appearances 6nd Uttic credit 

With them; they even incline to think the best 

Of others. No caballcrs, no intriguers, 

They mind the business of their own right living. 

They don't attack a sinner tooth and nail, 

For sin's the only object of their hatred; 

Nor are they over-zealous to attempt 

Far more in heaven's behalf than heaven would have 

That is my kind of man, that ts true Uving. 
That is the partem we should set ourselves. 
Your fellow was not fashioned on this model; 
You're quite sincere in boasting of his zeal ; 
But you're deceived, I think, by false pretences. 

Orgon 
My dear good brother-in-law. have you quite done? 

Cleante 
Yes. 

Okgon 
I'm your humble servant. 
(Starts to go.) 

Cleante 

Just ii word. 
Ve'H drop that other subject. But you know 
Valcrc has had the promise of your daughter, 

Obmn 
Yei. 

Cleante 
Vou bad named the happy day. 



Moulnix 



Tben why put off the celebnttioD of H? 



I can't uy. 



Cleant* 
Can y<m have some other plan 



Clean'te 
You inean to break yoar word? ' 



I don't say that 

Cleaste 

I hope no obstacle 

Can keep you from performing what you've 

Orcon- 



Well, that depends. 



Clean TE 

Why must you beat about? 
here to settle matters. 



Heaven be praised! 

Cleante I 

What answer shall 1 take him? 

Obcon 
Why, anything you please. 

Cleante 

But we must know 
Your plans. What arc thqrJI 




Okcon 

I shall do the will 
Of Heaven. 

Clean TE 
Come, be scrimis. You've gfiven 
Your promise to Val^re. Now will you keep ft? 

Ohgon 
Good-bye. 

Cleante, alone 
His love, melhinks, has much to fear; 
I must go let him know what's happening here. 



SCEKE I 

Obcon, Mariane 

Orton 
Now, Marian e. 

Marian E 
Y«, father? 

Orgon 

Come ; I'll tell you 
A secret. 

MAitiANe 
Yes . . . What are you looking for? 

Obgon, looking into a small closet-room 
To sec there's no one there to spy upon us; 
That little closet's mighty fit to hide in. 
There ! We're all right now, Mariane, in you 
I've always found a daughter dutiful 
And gentle. So I've always loved you dearly. 



Makiane 
rm {^ntefnl for your fatherly affectioa. 

Obco» 
Well spoken, daugbtcr. Now. prove yon dcsem it 
By doing as I wish ia all respects. 

Mamane 

To do so is the height of my ambition. 

Okgon 
Excellent welL What say yon of— TartuffcF 



Obgon 
Yes, you. txwk to it how you answer. 

Uakiane 
Why I I'll say of him — anything yon please. 



OiflOK. Mauanb; Dokine, coming in qutelly and itaiii- ' 
ing behind Okgon, so thai he does not see her 

Obgon 
Well spoken. A good girl. Say then, my daughter. 
That all his person shines with noble merit. 
That he has won your heart, and you would like 
To have him, by my choice, become your husband. 



Eh? 



Makiai4b 

Orgon 
What say yon? 



Mariane 

Please, what did you say? 

Ohgom 



Mabiake 
Surely I mistook you, s 



Orgon 

How now? 

Mariame 
Who is it, father, you would have nic say 
Has won my heart, and I would like to have 
Become my husband, by your choice? 

Orcon 

Tartuffa 
Mariane 
But, father, I protest it isn't true ! 
Why should you make me tell this dreadful lie? 

Orcon 
Because I mean to have it be the truth. 
Let this suffice for you : I've settled iL 

Mariane 
What, father, you would . . . ? 

Obgon 

Yes, child, I'm resolvo 
To graft Tartufte into my family. 
So he must be your husband. That I've settled. 
And since your duty . . , 

(Seeing Dorinr) 

What are you doing there? 
Your curiosity is keen, my girl, 
To make you come eavesdropping on us so. 



HOLIBRB 

DORINE 

Upon my word, I don't know how the nimonr 
Got started — if 'twas guess-work or mere chance-^ 
But I had heard already of this match. 
And treated it as utter stuff and nonsense. 

Obcon 
Whatl Is the thing incredible? 

DOBINE 

So much so 
I don't beUeve it even from yourself, sir. 

I know X way to make you credit it. 

DOBIXE 

No, no, you're telling us a fairy talc t 

OacoN 
I'm telling you just what will happen shortly. 



Okgon 
Daughter, what I say is in good earnest 

DORINE 

There, there, don't take your father seriously; 
He's fooling. 

Orcon 

But I tell you . . , 

DOKINI 

Na No use; 
They won't believe yom. 



Obcon 

If I let my angir . . 

DORINE 

Well, then, we do believe you ; and the worse 
For you it is. What ! Can a grown-up man 
With that expanse of beard across his face 
Be mad enough to want . . . ? 

OlIGON 

Youharfc tome: 
You've taken on yourself here in this house 
A sort of free familiarity 
That I don't like I tell you frankly, girl. 

DOBINE 

There, there, let's not get angry, sir, I beg yoti. 
But are you making game of everybody? 
Your daughter's not cut out for bigot's meat; 
And he has more important things to think of. 
Besides, what can you gain by such a match? 
How can a man of wealth, like you, go choose 
A wretched vagabond for son-in-law? 

Orgon 
You hold your tongue. And know, the less he has. 
The better cause have we to honour him. 
His poverty is honest poverty ; 
It should exalt him more than worldly grandeur. 
For he has let himself be robbed of all, 
Through careless disregard of temporal things 
And fixed attachment to the things etema!. 
My help may set him on his feet again. 
Win back his property — a fair estate 
He has at home, so I'm informed — -and prove bini 
For what he is, a true-born gentleman. 



MOLlfeRE 

Orcox 

I wsQt none of your love. 

DOBINE 

Then I will love you in your own despite. 

Okoon 
You will, eh? 

DOBIKE 

Yes, your honour's dear to nw; 
I can't endure to sec you made the butt 
Of all men's ridicule. 

Oboon 

Won't you be jtill? 

DORIKE 

'Tvould be a Bin to let you make this match. 

Orgon 
Won't you be still, I say, you impudent viper! 



What ! you arc pious, and you lose your temper? 



Okcon 
I'm all wrought up, with your confounded 
Now, once for all, I tell you hold your tongue. 



EHlRlNE 

Then mum's the word; I'll take it out in thinking. 

Orgon 
Think all you please : but not a syllable 
To me about it, or . . . you understand I 

(Turning to his daughter.) 
As a wise father, I've considered sll 
With due deliberatioo. 



TAHTUFFE 

DOBINE 

I'lt go mad 
If I can't speak. 

(She stops the instant he turns his head.) 



Tartuffe is well ■ 



Orgon 
Though he's 
■ough . . . 



A pretty phiz I 
Orcon 
So that, although you may not care at al' 
For his best qualities . . . 

DORimt 

A handsome dowry ! 

(Obcon turns and stands in front of her, -nith 
arms folded, eyting Atr.) 
Were I in her place, any man should me it 

Who married me by force, that's mighty certain; 
I'd let him know, and that within a week, 
A woman's vengeance isn't far to seek. 

ObCOM, to DOBINE 

So — nothing that I say has any weight? 

DORINE 

Eh? What's wrong now? 1 didn't speak to you. 



Wbat were you doing? 



DORINE 

Talking to myself. 



HOLliRE 

If his TartuSe has charmed him so, wh)' let h 
Just marry him himself — no one will hinder. 

Mariane 
A father's rights are such, it seems to me, 
That I could never dare to say a word. 



Come, talk it out. Val^re has asked your hand: 
Now do you love htm, pray, or do you Dot? 

Mariane 
Dorine ! How can you wrong my love so much. 
And ask me such a question? Have I not 
A hundred times laid bare my heart to you? 
Do you not know how ardently I love him? 

DOBINB 

How do I know if heart and words agree. 
And if in honest truth you really love him? 

Mariane 
Dorine, you wrong me greatly i£ you doubt it; 
I've shown my inmost feelings, alt too plainly. 

DoUNE 

So then, you love him? 

Makianz 

Yes, devotedly. 

DoRinE 

And he returns your love, apparently? 



I think so. 



Marian K 



And you both alike are eager 
To be well married to each other? 



TAHTUFra 

Makjane 

Surely. 

DOBINB 

Then what's your plan about this other match? 

Marian E 
To kill myself, if it is forced upon me. 

DOMNE 

Good! That's a remedy I hadn't thought of. 
Just die, and everything will be all right. 
This medicine is marvellous, indeed! 
It drives me mad to hear folk talk such nonsense. 

Makiane 
Ob dear, Dorine, you get in such a temper I 
You have no lympalhy for people's troubles. 

Dorine 
I have no sympathy when folk talk nonsense. 
And flatten out as you do, at a pincli. 



But what can you expect.' — if one is timid^ 

DORINE 

But what is love worth, if it has no courage? 

Marian E 
t constant in my love for him? 



Ii't not his place t 



1 me from my father? 



DORINK 

But if your father is a crazy fool, 

And quite bewitched with bis TariuiTe? And breaks 

His bounden word? la that your lover's fault? 



MOLIERE 



Mariane 
But shall I publicly refuse and scorn 
This match, and make it plain that I'm in love? 
Shall I cast off for him, whate'er he be, 
Womanly modesty and filial duty? 
You ask me to display my love in public . . . ? 

DoKiNe 
No, no, I ask you nothing. You shall be 
Mister Tartuffe's; why, now 1 think of it, 
I should be wrong to turn you from this marriage^ 
What cause can I have to oppose your wishes? 
So fine a match I An csccllent good match! 
Mister Tartuffe ! Oh ho ! No mean proposal ! 
Mister Tartuffe, sure, take it all in all, 
Is not a man to sneeze at — oh, by no means ! 
'Tis no small luck to be his happy spouse. 
The whole world joins to sing his praise already; 
He's noble — in his parish; handsome too; 
Red ears and high complexion— oh, my lud! 
You'll be too happy, sure, with him for husband. 

Mad IAN E 
Oh dear I . . . 

DORINE 

What joy and pride will fill your heart 
To be the bride of such a handsome fellow I 

Mariane 
Oh, stop, I beg you; try to find some way 
To help break off the match. I quite give in, 
I'm ready to do anything you say, 

DORINE 

No, no, a daughter must obey her father. 
Though he should want to make her wed a monkey. 
Besides, your fate is line. What could be better I 
You'll take the stage-coach to his little village. 



TARTUFFE 

And find it full of unctes and of cousins, 
Whose conversation will deligbt you. Then 
You'll be presented in their best society. 
You'll even go to call, by way of welcome. 
On Mrs. Bailiff, Mrs. Tax-Collcclor, 
Who'll patronise you with a folding-stool. 
There, once 3 year, at carnival, you '11 have — 
Perhaps — a ball; with orchestra — two bag-pipes; 
And sometimes a iralncd ape, and Punch and Judy; 
Though if your husband . . . 

Mariane 

Oh, you 'il kill me. Please 
Contrive to help me om with your advice. 



I thank you kindly. 

Mariane 
Oh I Dorine, I beg you . , . 

DoRlNE 

To serve you right, this marriage must go through. 
Mariane 

DOBINE 

No. 



Dear gjrl I 



Mariane 

If I say I love Valerc . . . 

DoRINE 

No, no. Tartuffe's your man, and you shall taste him. J 

Mariane 
You know I've always trusted you; now help mc . 

DOHINE 

No, you shall be, my faith ! Tartuffified. 



KOUkKM 

Mariane 
Well, then, since you've no pity for luy fate 
Let me take counsel only of despair; 
It will advise and help and give me courage; 
There's one sure cure, I know, for all my troubles. 

(She starts to go.) 

There, there ! Come back. I can't be angry long, 
I must take pity on you, after all. 

Makiane 
Oh, don't you see, Dorine, if I must bear 
This martyrdom, I certainly shall die. 

DoittrjE 
Now don't you fret. We'll surely find some way 
To hinder this , . . But here's Valerc, your lover. 



SCEK* IV 

Val6be, Mabiane, Dohine 

VALiltE 

Madam, a piece of news — quite new to me- 
Has just come out, and very fine it is. 

Mariake 



VaiAie 
Your marriage with Tartuffe. 

Mariane 
'Tis true my father has this plan in mind. 



TARTUPFB 

VALftRE 

Toiir father, madam . . . 

Mabiane 

Yes, he's changed his plans, , 
And did but now propose it to me. 



Yes, he was serious, 
And openly insisted on the match. 

And what's your resolution in the matter. 
Madam? 

Marianc 
I don't know. 



You don't know? 



VALiRE 

That's a pretty answer. 



VALtu 

No? 

Marian E 

What do you advise? 
Val^re 
I? My advice is, marry him, by all means. 






That's your advict: 



Yes. 

M.\KIANE 

Do you mcsn it? 

Valebk 

Surely. 
A Iplendid choice, and worthy your acceptance. 

Mariane 
Oh, very well, sir I I shall take your counsel. 

VaUu 
You'll find no trouble t&king it, I warrtnt 

Mabianb 
No more than you did giving it, be stire. 

VaUbb 
I gave it, truly, to oblige yon, madam. 

Mabiane 
And I shall take it to oblige you, sir. 

DoaiNE, wilhdrmving to the back of the stage 
Let's see what this atTair will come to. 



Valors 



So, 



That is your love? And it was ail deceit 
When you . . . 

Makiane 

1 beg you. say no more of that 
You told me. squarely, sir, I should accept 
The husband thai is offered me ; and I 
Will tcH you squarely that I mean lo do so. 
Since you have given me chis good advice. 





J 


TARTUFFE 


ll 


Val&be H 


Don't shield yourself with talk of my advice. ^H 

You had your mind made up. that's evident; ■ ^H 
And now you're snatching at a triSing pi^ext ^^H 
To justify the breaking of your word. ^^^^H 


Mariahe ^^^^^H 

EJcactly ^^^^H 

VALfeRE ^^^M 


Of course it is; your heart ^^| 
Has never known true love for me. ^^M 


■ 

Albs I ^H 
You're free to think so, if you please. ^^M 


VAliKE 

Y«,yes. 
I'm free to think so; and my outraged lore 
May yet forestall you in your perfidy. 
And offer elsewhere both my heart and hand. 


Mawane 


No doubt of it; the love your high deserts 
May win . . . 

VALiEE 


Good Lord, have done with ray deserUl 
I know I have but few, and you have proved it. 
But I may find more kindness in another ; 
I know of someone, who'll not be ashamed 
To take your leavings, and make up my loss. 


Makiane 


The loss is not so great ; you'll easily 
Console yourself completely for this change. 


Valere 


I'll try ray best that you may well believe. 
WHien we're forgotten by a woman's heart. 
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VALiRE, turning bark again 

And in the plan that I have formed 
I only follow your example. 

Masiane 

Yes. 

Val^re, at the door 

Enough; you shall be punctually obeyed. 

Mariane 
So much the belter. 

Val£be (coming back again) 
This is once for all. 



Val&re (He goes toward ike door, but just as he 
reaches it, lurtis arotind) 
Eh? 

Mariane 
What? I 

VALtRE 

You didn't call me? 

Mariane 
are dreaming. 



Madam, farewell. 



Very well, I'm gone. 

(He walks slowly away.) 

Mariane 
Farewell, sir. 



MOLIERE 

DOMNE 

I must say 
You've lost your senses and both gone dean daft|3 
I've let you fighl it onl to the end o' the chapter 
To see how far the thing could go. Oho, there, 
Mister Val^re! 



(She goM and scijics hint by the aim. to stop hitn. 
He makes a great show of resistance.) 




What do you want, Dorine ? 

DOSINE 

Come here. 

VALiRE 

No, no, I'm quite beside myself. 
Don't hinder me from doing as she wishes. 

Dorine 



I 



VALiBE 

You see, I'm fixed, resolved, determined. 



Masiane, aside 
Since my presence pains him, makes 
I'd better go myself, and leave him free. 

Dorine. leaving Vaiire, and running aftet 
Now t'other t Where are you going? 

Mariane 

Li 
Dorine 






Come back. 



No, 



Makiahe 
no, it isn't any use; 



VALisE, aside 
Tfc dear the sight of mc is torture to tcr; 
No doubt, t'wcrc better I should free her from it. 




DoRiNE, leaz'ing Mariane. and mnuing after Valire 
Same thing again I Deuce take you both, I say. 
Now stop your fooling ; come here, you ; and you. 
{She fmtU first one, then the other, toivard 
the middle of the stage.) 

Val&be to DoKiSf. 
Wbafs your idea? 

Mamahe to DoRmE 

What can you mean to do? 

DoRlfJE 

Set you to rights, and pull you out o" the scrape. 

(To Valkre) 
Are you quite mad, to quarrel with her now? 

Vale RE 
Didn't you hear the things she said to me? 

DoKiNE to Mariane 
Are you quite mad, to get in such a passion? 

Mariane 
Didn't you see the way be treated me? 



Fools, both of you. 

(To Valere) 

She thinks of nothing else 
But to keep faith with you, I vouch for it. 



UOLliRB 

(To Makians) 
And he loves none but you, and longs for aothing ' 
But just to marry you, I stake my life oo't 

MaRIANE IO VALiRE 

Why did you give me such advice then, pray? 

Val^be to Mariakk 
Why ask for my advice on such a matter? 

DORINE 

You both are daft, I tell you. Here, yoor ha 

(To Valirk) 
Come, yours, 

Val£re, gtving DoRiNE his hand 
What for? 

DORINE, to MaRIAKE 

Now, yours. 

Mauane, giving Dobink her hand 

But what'a tiie ase? 

DOKINE 

Oh, quick now, come along. There, both of yoa — 
You love each other better than you think. 

(Yal£be and Ma&iane hold each other's handt Mme 
time without looking at each other.) 

VAXiiur. at last turning toward Mariahi 
Come, don't be so ungracious now about it; 
Look al a man as if you di<hi't hat£ htm. 

(Mariane looks sidewoys toward VALias, vHth just 
a bit of a smile.) 

DORtNE 

My faith and Uoth, what fools these lovers bet 



I 




Valise to Makiane 
But come now, have I not a just complaint? 
And truly, are you not a wicked creature 
To take ddight in saying what would pain me? 

Makiame 
And are you not yourself the most ungrateful . . . ? 

DOSINE 

Leave this discussion till another time ; 

Now, think how you'll Mave off this plaguy marriage. 

Masianz 
Then tdl us how to go about it. 



We'll try all sorts of ways. 

{To Masiane) 

Your father's daft; 

{To VALfcRE) 

This plan is nonsense. 

(To Marjane) 

You had better humour 
His notions by a semblance of consent, 
So diat in case of danger, you can still 
Find means to block the marriage by delay. 
If you gain time, the rest is easy, trust me. 
One day youll fool tbem with a sudden illness. 
Causing delay: another day, ill omens: 
You've met a funeral, or broke a mirror. 
Or dreamed of muddy water. Best of all. 
They cannot marry you to anyone 
Without your saj-ing yes. Bat now, methinks, 
Tbcy mustn't find you chattering together. 



{To Val&u;) 
You, go at once and set your friends at woric 
To make him keep bis ward la you : while we 
Will bring the brother's influence to bear, 
And get the step-mother on our side, too. 
Good-bye. 

VALfe>£ to Makjane 
Whatever efforts we msy make. 
My greatest hope, be sure, must rest on you. 

Mabiane to ValAu 
I cannot answer for my fatt»er's whims; 
But no one save Valere shall ever have me, 

Vai-ere 
You thrill me through with joy ! Whatever comes . . . 

DCMtlNE 

Ohol These lovers 1 Never done with prattling! 
Now ga 

VALJmx, starting to go, and coming back again 
One last word . . . 

DOHINE 

What a gabble and pother I 
Be off I By this door, you. And you, by t'other. 
{Shf (lushes them off, by lie shoulders, in oppotitt 
direc lions.) 




SCCNB I 

Dauis, Dobine 

Damis 
May lightning strike me dead this very instant. 
May I be everywhere proclainied a scoundrel, 
If any reverence or power shall stop me. 
And if I don't do straightway something desperate! 

DORINE 

I beg you, moderate this towering passion; 
Your father did but merely mention it. 
Not all things that are talked of turn to facts; 
The road is long, sometimes, from plans to acta. 

No, I must end this paltry fellow's plots. 
And he shall hear from me a truth or two. 



DOHINE 

So ho I Go plow now. Just you leave the fellow — 

Your father too — in your step-mother's hands. 

She has some influence with this Tartuffe, 

He makes a point of heeding all she says, 

And I suspect that he is fond of her. 

Would God 'twere true! — TwouW be the height ( 

Now. she has sent for him, in your behalf, 
To sound him on this marriage, to find out 
What his ideas are, and to show him plainly 
What troubles he may cause, if he persists 
In giving countenance to this design. 
His man says, he's at prayers, I mustn't see him, 
But likewise says, he'll presently be down. 
So off with you, and let me wait for him. 



HOLIBItE 

Dakis 

T may be presoot at this mtarnnr. 

Dou^n 

No, no ! They must be left alone. 



So much as speak to him. 

Go ott 1 We know yon 
And your high tantrums. Just the way to spoil thin^! 
Be off. 

D.\Mis 
No, I must see— I'll keep my temper. 

DORINE 

Out on you, what a plague! He's commg;. Hide! 
(Damis goes and hides in the closet at tht h 
of the stage.) 



i 



SCKIB II !■ 

Tahttjffe, Dohine 
Taktutfe, speaking to his z-aiel, off the stage, at soon 

as h« sees Dorine is there 
Lawrence, put up my hair-cloth shirt and scourge. 
And pray that Heaven may 5h«d its light upon yon. 
If any come to see me, say I'm gone 
To share my alms among the prisoners. 

DoRiNE, aside 
What affectation and what showing offl 

TAltTtTFFE 

What do you want with meP 



To toll ]roa • - • 
Taktdtfe, taking a handkerchief from his pocket 
Ahl 
Befoi^ yoa speak, pray take this handkerchief. 

DORINE 

What? 

Taktupfz 
Cover up that boson, which I can't 
Endure to look on. Things like that offend 
Onr souls, and fill our minds with sinful thoughts. 

DORINE 

Are you so tender to temptation, then, 

And has the flesh such powtr upon your senses? 

I don't know how you get in such a heat; 

For my part, I am not so prone to tust, 

Aad I could see you stripped from head to foot, 

And all your hide not tempt me in the least. 

Tartufte 
Show in your speech some little modesty. 
Or I mast instantly take leave of you. 

DOKINE 

No, no, I'll leave you to yourtelf ; I've only 
One thing to s«y : Madajn will soon be down. 
And begs the ftvonr of a word with yoa. 

TAFTtTTTE 

Ah! Wniingly. 

DoBiN'E, aside 

How gentle all at once I 
My faith, I still believe I've hit upon it. 

Tartopte 
WiU she come $ooai 



I think I hear her n 
Ye», here she is herself; I'll leave ywi with her. 



ScBira m 

Elm IKE, Taktuffe 

TAHTtfFFE 

May Heaven's overflowing kindnese ever 
Give you good health of body and of son]. 
And bless your days according to the wishes 
And prayers of its most humble votary I 

Elmihe 
I'm very grateful for your pious wishes. 
But let's sit down, so we niay talk at ease. 



Tastupfe, after silling down 

■ — you recovered from your iQnessF 



And how 



Elmike, sitting down oUo 
Quite well; the fever soon let go its hold. 

Taktuffe 
My prayers, I fear, have not sufficient merit 
To have drawn down this favour from on hi^; 
But each entreaty that I made to Heaven 
Had for its object your recovery. 

Eluise 
You're too solicitous on my behalf. 

Tabtuffk 

We could not cherish your dear health too touch; 
I would have given mine, to help restore it. 



Elhtse 
That's pushing Christian charity too far ; 
I owe you many thanks for so much kindness. 

Tartitpfe 
I do far less for you than you deserve. 

Eluire 

There is a matter that I wished to speak of 
In private ; I am glad there 's no one here 
To listen. 

Tahtuffe 
Madam, I am overjoyed. 
'Tis sweet to find myself alone with you. 
This is an opportunity I've asked 
Of Heaven, many a time; till now, in vain. 

Elm IKE 
All that I wish, is Just a word from you. 
Quite frank and open, hiding nothing from me. 

(Damis, without their seeing him, opens the closet 
door half way.) 

Tartupfe 
I too could wish, as Heaven's especial favour. 
To lay my soul quite open to your eyas. 
And swear to you, the trouble that I made 
About those visits which your charms attract. 
Does not result from any hatred toward you, 
■ But rather from a passionate devotion, 
And purest motives . . . 

Elm IKE 

That is how I take it, 
I think 'tis my salvation that concerns you. 



UOLliSRB 



Taetutfe, pressing her finger Ufs 
Madam, 'tis so; and such is my devotton . • 

Elmtbe 
Ouch ! but you squeeze too hard. 

Excess of z 
In no way could I ever mean to hurt you. 
And rd as soon . . . 

(He fmis Ins lumd on ktr knte.) 

Eluiu 
What's your hand doing there? 

Tartutte I 

Feeling your gown; the stuff ts very soft ^1 

Elutre 
Let be, I beg you ; I am very ttdcltsh. 

iSke moves ker chair away, and Tactuffe brings 
his nearer.) 

TASTCrFE. handling the lace yoke of Elmiee's dress I 
Dear me, how wonderful in worWrnanship 
This lace is ! They do marvels, nowadays ; 
Things of all kinds were never better made. 

Elhibg 
Yes, very true. But let us come to business. 
They say my husband means to break his word. 
And marry Marjane to you. Is'l so? 

Tartcffe 
He did hint some such thing ; but truly, madam, 
That's not the happiness I'm yearning after; 
I see elsewhere the sweet compelling charms 
Of such a joy as fills roy erety with. 



El MIRE 
You mean you caoKot love terrestrial things. 

Tartuffe 
The heart within my bosom is not stone. 

Elmire 
I wdl believe your sighs all tend to Heaven, 
And nothing here below can stay your thoughts. 

Tartuffe 
Love for the beauty of eternal things 
Cannot destroy our love for earthly beauty; 
Our mortal senses well may be entranced 
By perfect works that Heaven has fashioned here, 
ItB charms rejected shine in such as you, 
And in yourself, its rarest miracles; 
It has displayed such marvels in your face, 
ThM eyes are dazed, and hearts are rapt away; 
I eould not look on you, the perfect creature. 
Without admiring Nature's great Creator, 
And feeling all roy heart inflamed with love 
For you. Hit fairest image of Himself. 
At trst I trembled lest this secret love 
Might be the Evil Spirit's artful snare; 
I even schooled my heart to flee your beauty, 
Thinking it was a bar to my salvation. 
But soon, enlightened, O all lovely one, 
I saw how this my passion may be blameless. 
How I may make it fit with modesty. 
And thus completely yield my heart to it. 
'Tis, I must own, a great presumption in me 
To dare make you the offer of my heart ; 
My love hopes all things from your perfect goodness, 
And nothing from my own poor weak endeavour. 
You are my hope, my stay, my peace of heart ; 
On you depends my torment or my bliss; 
Aad by your doom of judgment, I shall be 
Blest, if you will; or damned, by your decree. 



MOUBRB 



Your dedaradon's ntmed nosi gallantly ; 

Bnt Inily. it is jost 2 bit surprieing. 

Yoa should ha»e better irmcd your heart, methiiika. 

And taken tlioiigbt somewhat oa such a matter. 

A pious man like yoa, knowD everywhere . . . 



Tbongli piotis, I am none the less a mao ; 

And when a tttan beholds your hcaventy channs. 

The heart surrenders, and can think no more. 

I know snch words seem strange, coming from n 

But, madam, I'm no angel, after aJl; 

If you condemn my frankly made avowal 

You only have your chamring self to blame. 

Soon as I saw your more than human beauty. 

You were thenceforth the sovereign of my soul; 

Sweetness ineffable was in your c>-cs, 

That took by storm my still resisting heart. 

And conquered cvervthing, fasts, prayers, and tears. 

And turned my worship wholly to yourself. 

My looks, my sighs, have spoke a thousand times; 

Now, to express it all, my voice must speak. 

If but you will look down with gracious favour 

Upon the sorrows of your worthless slave. 

If in your goodness you will give me comfort 

And condescend unto my nothingness, 

ni ever pay you, O sweet miracle. 

An unexampled worship and devotion. 

Then too, with me your honour runs no risk; 

With me you need not fear a public scandal. 

These court gallants, that women arc so fond of. 

Are boastful of their acts, and vain in speech; 

They always brag in public of their progress; 

Soon as a favour's granted they'll divulge it; 

Their tattling tongues, if you bu( trust to them. 

.Will foul the altar where their hearts have WM> 

shipped. 
Bat men like mc are so discreet in lov^ 



1 
I 



TARTUFFE 

That you may trust their lasting secrecy. 

The care we take to guard our own good name 

May fnlly guarantee tlie one we love; 

So you may find, witti hearts like ours sincere. 

Love without scandal, pleasure without fear. 

Elm IRE 
I've heard you through — your speech is dear, at least. 
But don't you fcer that I may take a fancy 
To tell my husband of your gallant passion, 
And that a prompt report of this affair 
May somewhat change the friendship which he bears 
you? 

TAttTUFFE 

I know that you're too good and generous, 
That you will pardon my temerity. 
Excuse, upon the score of human frailty. 
The violence of passion that offends you, 
And not forget, when you consult your mirror. 
That I'm not blind, and man is made of flesh. 

Elmire 
Some women might do otherwise, perhaps. 
But I am willing to employ discretion, 
And not repeat the matter to my husband : 
But in return, I'll ask one thing of you: 
That you urge forward, frankly and sincerely. 
The marriage of Valere to Mariane; 
That you give up the unjust influence 
By which you hope to win another's rights; 
And.. . 

St»NE IV 

Elhire, Damis, TARTurrE 

Dahis, coming out of the closet-room where he h^i 
been hiding 
No, I say! This thing must be made public 
t was just there, and overticard it allj 




I have brought me there 
mfound this scoundrel's pride 
) uke a sigml veegeance 
On his hypocrisy and arrogance. 
And undeceive itty father, showing up 
The rascal caught at making lore to you. 

Elmire 
No, no; it is enough if he reforms. 
Endeavouring to deserve the favour shown him. 
And since I've promised, do not you belie me. 
'Tis not my way to make a public scandal; 
An honest wife will scorn to heed such follies. 
And never fret her husband's ears with them. 

Dauis 
You've reasons of your own for acting thus; 
And I have mine for doing otherwise. 
To spare him now would be a mockery; 
His bigot's pride has triumphed all too long 
Over my righteous anger, and has caused 
Far too much trouble in our family. 
The rsMal all too long has ruled my father, 
And crossed my sister's love, and mine as welL 
The traitor now must be unmasked before him: 
And Providence has given roe means to do it 
To Heaven I owe the opportunity, 
And if I did not use it now I have it, 
I should deserve to lose it once for all. 

Elmire 
Damis . . . 

Damis 

No, by your leave; 111 not be comuelled. | 
I'm overjoyed. You needn't try to tell me 
I must give up the pleasure of revenge. 
I'll make an end of ihis affair at once; 
And, to content me, here's ay fataer now. 



Scene V 
Obgon, Elhiu, Daui8, Tartutfe 

Dahis 
Father, we've news to i/elcome your arrivzl. 
That's altogether novel, and surprising. 
You are well paid for your caressing care, 
And this fine gentleman rewards your love 
Uost handsomely, with zeal that seeks no less 
Than your dishonour, as has now been proves. 
I've just surprised him making to your wife 
The shamefiil offer of a guiJty love. 
She, somewhat over gentle and discreet. 
Insisted that the thing should be concealed; 
But I will not condone such shamelessness. 
Nor so far wrong you as to keep it secret. 

Elmire 
Yes, I believe a wife should never trouble 
Her husband's peace of mind with such vain gossip; 
A woman's honour does not hang on telling; 
It is enough if she defend herself; 
Or so I think; Damis, you'd not have spoken, 
If you would but have heeded m; advice. 

SCKHE VI 

Orgov, Damis, Tabtuffe 

Ohgon 
Just Heaven! Can what I hear be credited? 

Taktofpe 
Yes, brother, I am wicked, I am guilty, 
A miserable sinner, steeped in evil. 
The greatest criminal that ever lived. 
Each moment of my life is stained with soilures; 
And all is but a mnss of crime and filth; 
Heaven, for my {nimsbment, I see it plainly. 



Would mortify mc now. Whatever wrong 

They find to charge me with, I'll not deny it 

But guard against the pride of self-defence. 

Believe their stories, arm your wrath against m^ J 

And drive me like a villain from your house; 

I cannot have so great a share of shame 

Bui what I have deserved a greater still. 

Obcon, to his 30H 
You miscreant, can you dare, with such a falsehood. 
To try to stain the whiteness of his virtue? 



What! The feigned meekness of this hypocrite 
Makea you discredit . . . 



I 



Silence, cursed plague I 

TASTum 
Ahl Let him speak; you chide him wrongfully; 
You'd do far better to believe his tales. 
Why favour me so much in such a matter? 
How can you know of what I'm capable? 
And should you trust my outward semblance, brothel 
Or judge therefrom that I'm the belter man? 
No, no; you let appearances deceive you; 
I'm anything but what I'm thought to be, 
Alas! and though all men believe rae godly. 
The simple truth is, I'm a worthless creature. 

(To Damis) 

Yes, my dear son, say on, and call me traitor. 

Abandoned scoundrel, thief, and murderer; 

Heap on me names yet more detestable. 

And I shall not gainsay you ; I've deserved them ; 

I'll bear this ignominy on my knees, 

To expiate in ^laiiie the crimes I've done. 



OftOON, to Tahtuffe 
Ah, brother, 'tts too much ! 

(To his son) 

You'll not relent. 
You blackguard? 

Dauis 
What I His talk can so deceive you . , . 

Orcon 
Silence, you scoundrel I 

(ToTaxtuttk) 

Brother, rise, I bc£ yotL 



Infamous villaiol 

Dauis 

Orcom 

Silence 1 
Dauis 

What... 
Orgon 
Another \*ord, I'll break your every bone. 

Tahtupfe 
Brother, in God's name, don't be angry with himf 
I'd rather bear myself the bitterest torture 
Than have him get a scratch on my account 

Orgon, to his son 
Ungrateful monster! 



I beg you pardon him . 




Wliat! I . 






Oncow 
Be still, I say. I know your motives 
For this attack. You hate him, all of you; 
Wife, children, servants, all let loose upon bim. 
You have recourse to every shameful trick 
To drive this gotlly man out of my house ; 
The more yon sirive to rid yonrsctves of him. 
The more I'H strive to make him stay with me; 
III have bim straightway married to my daagbler. 
Just to confound the pride of all of you. 

Damis 
What! Will you force her to accept his hand? 

Orcon 
Yes, tnd this very evening, to enrage you, 
Young rascal ! Ah 1 I'll brave you all, and *0W jf 
That I'm the master, and must be obeyed. 
Now, down upon your knees this instant, ro^e, 
And take back what you said, and ask his pardon. 



Who? 1? Ask pardon of that cheating 
drel . . . ? 





Orgon 

Do you resist, you beggar, and insult him? 
A cudgel, here ! a cutigcl ! 

{To Tartuffe) 

Don't restrain me. 

(To his son) 
Off with you t Leave my house this instant, sirrah. 
And never dare set foot in it again. 

Damis 

Yes, I will leave your house, but ... I 

Oboon 

Leave It quickly. 
You reprobate, I disinherit you, 
And give you, too, my curse into the bargain. 



Scene VII 
Orgon, Tartuffe 

Oegon 
What I So insult a saintly man of God! 

Tartuffe 
Heaven, forgive him all the pjun he gives rue ! ' 

(To Ormn) 
Could you but know with what distress I see 
Them try to vilify me to my brother ! 

ltd the r«4iiig, ptaervtd by traditiaa 



HOLIBRS 



^^^* OaooN 

I Mother, what do you mean by such a speech? 

' Madame Pernelle 

I There are strange goings-on about your house. 

And everybody knows your people hate him. 

I Orcon 

What's that to do with what I tell you now? 

I Madame Pernelle 

! I always said, my son, when you were little: 

That virtua here below is hated ever; 
I The envious may die, but envy never. 

I Ohgon 

What's that fine speech to do with prcaeatiBets? 

Madame Pernellz 
Be sure, they've forged a hundred silly lies . . . 

Oecon 
I've told you once, I saw it all myself. 

Madame Pernelle 
For slanderers aboimd in calumnies . . . 

Orgon 
Mother, you'd make me damn my soul. I tell 3^011 
I saw with my own eyes his sharaelcssncss. 

Madame Pebneux 
Their tongues for spittmg venom never lack. 
There's nothing here below they'll not attacks 

Orgon 
Your speech has not a single grain of sense. 
I saw it, harkee, saw it, with these eyes 



TARTUPFB ! 

But Heaven's interesis cannot allow it ; 

If he refums, then I must leave ihe house. 

After his conduct, quite unparalleled. 

All intercourse between us would bring scandal : 

God knows what everyone's first thought would be I 

They would attribute it to merest scheming 

On my part — say that conscious of my guilt 

I feigned a Christian love for my accuser, 

But feared him in my heart, and hoped to win him 

And under handedly secure bis silence 

Cleante 
You try to put us off with specious phrases; 
But »I1 your arguments are too far-fetched. 
Why take upon yourself the cause of Heaven? 
Does Heaven need our help to punish sinners? 
Leave to itself the care of its own vengeance. 
And keep in mind the pardon it commands us; 
Besides, think somewhat less of men's ofMnions, 
When you are following the will of Heaven. 
ShaJI petty tear of whal the world may think 
Prevent the doing of a noble de<id ? 
No I — let us always do as Heaven commands. 
And not perplex our brains with further questions. 

Tabtuffe 
Alreadj I have told you I forgive hira; 
And that is doing, sir, as Heaven commaads. 
But after this day's scandal and affront 
Heaven does not order me to Uvc with him. 

Cleamte 
And does it order you to lend your ear 
To what mere wliim suggested to his father, 
And to accept ihe gift of his estates, 
On which, in justice, you can make no claim? 

Tabtuffe 
No one who knows me. sir, can have the thought 
That I am acting from a selhsh motive. 




Obgon, a Utile touched 
Come, come, my hexrt, be firm I no human n 

Maiiane 
i am not jealous of your love for him; 
Display it freely : give him yui 
And if that's ncit enough, add all of mine; 
I willingly agree, and give it up. 
If only youll not give him me. your daughter; 
Oh, rather lei a convent's rigid rule 
Wear out the wretched days that Heaven allots me. 



Orgom 
These girls are ninnies ! — always turning nuns 
When fathers thwart their silly love-affairs. 
Get on your feet ! The more you hate to have him, 
The more 'twill help you earn your soul's salvation. 
So, mortify your senses by this marriage, ^^— 

And don't vex me about it any more. ^^H 

DouME ^^1 

But what . . . ? 

Okcon 
You hold your tongue, before your betters. 
Don't dare to say a single word, I tell you. 

Clean TK 
If you will let me answer, and advise . . . 

Ohcon 
Brother. I value your advice most highly; 
'Tis well thought out: no better can be had; 
But you'll allow me — not to follow it. 

Elmiile, to her hinbaitd 
I can't &nd words to cope with such a case; 
Your blindness makes me quite astounded at you. 



You are bewitched with him, to disbelicYC 
The things we tell you happened here to-^y, 

Orgon 
1 am your humble servant, and can see 
Things, when they're plain as noses on folks' facss, 
I know you're partial to my rascal son, 
And didn't dare to disavow the trick 
He tried to play on this poor man ; besides, 
You were too calm, lo be believed ; if that 
Had happened, you'd have been far more disturbed. 

Eluibe 
And must our honour always rush to arms 
At the mere mention of illicit love? 
Or can we answer no attack upon it 
Except with tJaiing eyes and lips of scorn? 
For my part, I just laugh away such nonseoK; 
IVe no desire to make a loud to-do. 
Our virtue should, I think, be gentlc-natured ; 
Nor can I quite approve those savage prudes 
Whose honour arms itself with teeth and daws 
To tear men's eyes out at the slightest word. 
Heaven preserve me from that kind of honour I 
I like my virtue not to be a vixen. 
And I believe a quiet cold rebuff 
No lees effective to repulse a lover. 

Orcom 
I know . . . and you can't throw me off the kW( 



Elm IRE 
Once more, I am astounded at your weakness; 
I wonder what your unbelief would answer, 
H I should let you see we've told the tmth? 



HOLI%RB 

Whatever I may say must pass, becaose 
'Tis only to convince you, as I promised. 
By wheedling speeches, since I'm forced to do it, 
I'll make this hypocrite put off his mask. 
Flatter the longings of his shameless passion. 
And give free play to all his impudence. 
But, since 'tis for your sake, to prove to you 
His g;uih, that I shall feign to share his love, 
I can leave off as soon as you're convinced, 
And things shall go no farther than you choose. 
So, when you think they've gone quite far enough, 
It is for you lo stop his mad pursuit, 
To spare your wife, and not expose me farther 
Than you shall need, yourself, to undeceive you. 
It is your own affair, and yon must end it 
When . . . Here he comes. Keep still, don*t show 
yourself. 



Taktufpb, Elmibe; Okcon, under the laile 

Tartuffe 
They told me that you wished to see me here. 

Elufbe 
Yes. I have secrets for your ear alone. 
But shut the door first, and look everywhere 
For fear of spies. 
(Tartuffe goes and closes the door, and comes 

We surely can't aHord 
Another scene like that we had just now; 
Was ever anyone so caught before! 
Damis did frighten me most terribly 
On your account; you saw I did my best 
To baffle his design, and calm his anger. 
But I was so confused. I never thought 
To contradict his story; still, thank Heaven, 
Things turned out all the better, as it happened. 



back.) 




TARTUTFE 



And now we're on an even safer footing. 
The high esteem you're held in, laid the storm; 
My husband can have no suspicion of you, 
And even tnsiits, to spite the scandal -mongers. 
That wc shall be together constantly ; 
So that is how, without the risk of blame, 
I can be here locked up with you alone. 
And can reveal to you my heart, perhaps 
Only too ready to allow your passion, 

Tartuffe 
Your words Kre somewhat hard to understand, 
Madam ■ just now yott used a different style. 

Elmire 
If that refusal has offended you, 
How little do you know a woman's heart ! 
How ill you guess what it would have you koow» 
When it presents so feeble a defence I 
Always, at first, our modesty resists 
The tender feelings you inspire us with. 
Whatever cause we find to justify 
The love that masters us, we still must feel 
Some little shame in owning it; and strive 
To make as though we would not, when we would. 
But from the very way we go about it 
We let a lover know our heart surrenders. 
The while our lips, for honour's sake, oppose 
Our heart's desire, and in refusing promise. 
I'm telling you my secret all too freely 
And with too little heed to modesty. 
But — now that I've made bold to speak — pray tell me. 
Should I have tried to keep Damis from speaking, 
Should I have heard the offer of your heart 
So quietly, and suffered all your pleading, 
And taken it just as I did — remember — 
If such a declaration had not pleased me ? 
And, when I tried my utmost to persuade you 
Not to accept the marriage that was talked of. 




UOLIERE 

What should my eamestaess haTC hinted to you 
If not tke interest that jou've inspired. 
And my chagrin, ^ould such a match compel me 
To share a heart I want alt to myscH? 

TxltTVPFK 

Tis, past a doubt, the height of happiness, 

To hear such words froni Hps we dote upoo ; 

Their honeyed sweetness poors through all my senses 

Long draughts of saavity ineffable. 

My heart employs its utmost zeal to please you. 

And counts your love its one beatitude ; 

And yet that heart must beg that you allow it 

To doubt 3 little its felicity. 

I well might think these words an honest trick 

To make me break off this approaching marriage; 

And if I may express myself quite plainly, 

I canDot trust tliesc too enchanling words 

Until the granting of some little favour ; 

I sigh for, shall assure me of their trtith 

And build within uiy soul, on finn foundations, 

A lasting faith in your sweet charity. 

Elmike, coughing to draw her husband's attenliott 
What ! Must you go so fast ?— and all at once 
Exhaust the whole love of a woman's heart? 
She does herself the violence to make 
This dear confession of her love, and you 
Are not yet satisfied, and will not be 
Without the granting of her utmost favotirsi 

Tartuppe 
The less a blessing is deserved, the less 
We dare to hope for il ; and words alone 
Can ill assuage our love's dcAJres, A fate 
Tbo full of happiness, seems doubtful still; 
We must esijoy it ere we can believe it. 
And I, who know how Kttle I deserve 
Your goodness, doubt the fortunes of my daring; 



So I shall trust to nothing, madam, till 

You have convinced my love by something reaL 

Elmire 
Ah f How your love enacts the tyrant's role, 
And throws my mind into a strange confusion ! 
With what fierce sway it rules a conquered heart. 
And violently will have its wishes granted I 
What ! Is there no escape from your pursuit? 
No respite even? — not a breathing space? 
Nay, is it decent to be so exacting, 
And so abuse by urgency the weakness 
You may discover in a woman's heart? 

Tartuffe 
But if my worship wins your gracious favour. 
Then why refuse me some sure proof thereof? 

Eluire 
But how can I consent to what you wish. 
Without offending Heaven you talk so much of p 

Tabtdffe 
If Heaven is all that stands now in my way. 
I'll easily remove that little hindrance; 
Your heart need not hold back for such a trifle. 

Eluire 
But they affright us so vnth Heaven's comniaiidal 

Tartutfs 
I can dispel these foolish fears, dear madam; 
I know the art of pacifying scruples. 
Heaven forbids, 'tis true, some satisfactions; 
But we find means to make things right with Heaven. 

{'Tis a scoundrel speaking.)* 
There is a science, madam, that ii 
How to enlarge the limits of our 

* MoUirc'a note. In the origins 



Acxordioc to oar Tkricnu ocesilaD% 
Aad nOifj the eril of the deed 
According to our pority of motiwt. 
m dnlj teacfa j-oii aD these secret^ madia 
Yon ooljr attd to tet Toorself be pMei, 
CoDlCDt my wUbes. hare do fear at ■□ ; 
I annrer for't, and take the lio opoD me, 

(Euitsi couglu ttiU httdtr.) 
Yow congfa is vct7 bad. 

EuiotK 



TArrurrB 

Would yota accept this bit of liooricc? 

El-UISE 

Tlie case is obstinate. I find ; and all 

The licorice in the world will do no good. 



ELunz 
More than words can say. 

Tabtuite 
In any case, your scruple's easily 
Removed. With me you're sure of secrecy. 
And there's no harm unless a thing' is known. 
The public scandal is what brings offence. 
And secret sinning is not sin at all. 

Elmibe. after coughing again 
So then, I see I must resolve to yield; 
I must consent to ^ant you everything. 
And cannot hope to give full satisfaction 
Or win full confidence, at lesser cost 
No doubt 'tis very hard to come to tbie; 



TARTU7FE 

Tis quite against my will I go so lar; 

But since I must be forced to it, since nothing 

That can be said sufGces for belief. 

Since more convincing proof is still demanded, 

I must make up my mitKl to humour people. 

If my consent give reason for offence, 

So much the worse for him who forced me to it} 

The fault can surely not be counted mine. 

Tahtuffk 
It need not, madam : and the thing itself , . . 

Elmibk 
Op«a the door, I pray you, and just see 
Whether way husband's not there, in the h^ 

TAKTUyPK 

Why take such care for him ? Between ourselves, 
He is a man to lead round by the nose. 
He's capable of glorying in our meetings ; 
I've focJed him so, he'd see all, and deoy it. 

Eluus 
No matter; go, I beg you, look about. 
And carefully examine every corner. 



Orgon, Elmibe 

OiGOM, crawling out from under the table 
That is. I own, a man . . . abominable I 
I can't get over it; the wliolc thing floors me. 

Elmibe 
What? You come out so soon? You cannot mean i 
Get back imder the table ; 'tis not time yet ; 
Wait till the end, to see, and make quite certain. 
And don't believe a thing on mere conjecture. 



Okgon 
Nothing more wicked e'er came out of HtS. 

Elkib£ 

Dear me t Dont go and credit tfaing* too Ugtitty. 
No, let yourself be thoroughly convinced; 
Don't yield too soon, for fear yonll be mistaken. 

{At Taxtuffe enters, she makes her hmbawi 
Stand behind her.) 



Taxtuffc, Elmirs, Oxgok 

Tahtuffe, not sMing Obcon 
All thing-s conspire toward my satisfaction, 
Madam, I've searched the wUolc apartment through. 
There's no one here ; and now my ravished soul . . ■ 

Okgon, stopping hint 
Softly! You are too eager in your amours; 
You needn't lie so passionate. Ah ha ! 
My Iwly man I You want to put it on me t 
How is your soul abandoned to temptation t 
Marry my daughter, eb? — and want my wife, too? 
I doabled long enough H this was earnest. 
Expecting al! the time the t«ic would change; 
But now the proof's been carried far enough; 
Tm sati96ed, and ask no more, for my part. 

Elkikk to Taktdffe 
'Twas quite against my character to play 
This part; but 1 was forced to treat you so. 

Tartu KFE 
What? You believe . . . ? 



OircoK 

Come, now, no protestations. 
Get out from here, and make no fuss about it, 

Tartuffi 
But my intent . . . 

Orcon 

That talk is out of seawn. 
You leave my house this instant 

Tartuffe 

You're the one 
To leave it, you who play the master here ! 
This house belongfi to me, 111 have you know. 
And show you plainly it's no use to turn 
To these low tricks, to pick a quarrel with rae, 
And that you can't insult rae at your jrieasurc. 
For I have wherewith to confomid your lies. 
Avenge offended Heaven, and compel 
Those to repent who talk to me of leaving. 



s this? What can it mean? 



OlMWN 

a dazed. This i; 



What? 

Obcon 
From his words I soe my great mistake; 
The deed of gift is one thing troubles me. 

Elhiu 



MnfJrM 



QkMnralL Let^Meata 




TARTUFFE 

Clxante 
Hew cotUd yau trust than to another's haads? 

Oroon 

By reason of a conscientious scruple. 
I went straight to my traitor, (o confide 
In him ; his sophistry made me believe 
That I must give the box to him to keep, 
So that, in case of search, I might deny 
My having it at all, and still, by favour 
Of this evasion, keep my conscience clear 
Even in taking oath agsinst the truth. 

Cleantx 
Your cue is bad, so far as I can see; 
This deed of gift, this trusting of the secret 
To him, were both — to state my frank opinion- 
Steps that you took too lightly ; he can lead you 
To any length, with these for hostages ; 
And since he holds you at such disadvantage, 
You'd be still more imprudent, to provoke him; 
So you must go some gentler way about 

Orcon 
What f Can a soul so base, a heart so false. 
Hide ncath the semblance of such touching fervotiri 
I took him in, a vagabond, a beggar I . . . 
Tis too much! No more pious folk for me! 
I shall abhor them utterly forever. 
And henceforth treat them worse than any devil. 

Cleante 
Sol There you go again, quite off the handle! 
In nothing do you keep an even temper. 
You never know what reason is, but always 
Jump first to one extreme, and then the other. 
You see your error, and you recognise 
That you've been cozened by a feigned zeal; 



288 LESSING 

Land. I say only — good-moming ! and that deserveaA 
suppose, that Herr Just should answer " Many thanks," 

Just. Many thanks. 

Land. One is peevbh, if one can't have one's proper rest. 

What will you bet the Major has not returned home, and 

\ you have been keeping watch for htm P 

Jdst. How the man can guess everything ! 

Land, I surmise, 1 surmise. 

Just, {turns round to go). YourservantI 

Land, {stops him). Not so, Heir Justt 

Just. Very well, then, not your servant I 

Land. VVliat, Herr Just, I do hope you are not sdll a 
about yesterday's affair ! Who would keep his anger c 
night ? 

Just. I; and over a good many nights. 

Land, Is that like a Christian? 

Just. As much so as to turn an honourable roan ' 
cannot pay to a day, out of doors, into the street 

Land. Fie! who weuld be so wicked? 

Just. A Christian inakeeper. — Uy master! such a mail I 
such an officer! 

Laito. I thrust him from the house into the streets? 
I have far too much respect for an officer to do that, and 
far too much pity for a discharged one ! 1 was obliged to 
have another ro<Hn prepared for him. Think no more about 
it, Herr Just. {CaILt) — HuSIo! I will maJce it good in 
Boother way. {A lad comes.) Bring a glass; Herr Just 
) win have a drop; something good, 

Jusi. Do not trouble yourscH, Mr. Landlord. May the 
drop turn to poison, which . . . But I will not swear; 
I have not yet breakfasted. 

Land, {to the lad. 'u.'ho brings a bottle of spirits and a 
glass). Give i[ here; go! Now, Herr Just; something quite 
excellent ; strong, delicious, and wholesome. {FiUs, and 
kotdi it out to him.) That can set an over-taxed stomach 
to rights again! 
■ , Josx. I hardly ought! — And yet why should 1 let my 
^haakh safFer on account of his incivility? {Takes it, arid 
' drinks.) 

Land. May it do you good. Herr Justi 
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Just, (giving the glass back). Kot badl But, Land- 
lord, you are nevertheless an ill-mannered brute ! 

Land. Not so, not so! . . . Come, another glass; one 
cannot stand upon one leg. 

Just, (after drinking). I must say so much — it is good, 
very good! Made at home. Landlord? 

Land. At home, indeed! True Dantzig, real double dis- 
tilled I 

Just. Look yc, Landlord; if I could play the hypocrite.\ 
I would do so for such stuff as that ; but I cannot, so it ^ 
must out- — Vou are an ill-mannered brute all the same. 

Land. Nobody in my life ever told me that before . . . 
But another glass, Herr Just; three is the luclcj' number I 

Just. With all my heart I— (DrinAj.) Good stuff indeed,/ 
capital ! But truth is good also, and indeed. Landlord, you 
are an il!-mannored brute all the same! 

Land. If I was, do you think I should let you say so? 

Just. Oh! yes; a brute seldom has spirit. 

LftND. One more. Heir Just: a four-stranded rope is 
the strongest. 

Just. No, enough is as good as a feast ! And what good 
will it do you, Landlord? I shall slick to my text till the 
last drop in the bottle. Shame, Landlord, to have such good 
Dantzig, and such bad manners ! To turn out of his room, 
in his absence — a man like my master, who has lodged at 
your house alxive a year ; from whom you have had already so 
many shining thalers; who never owed a heller in his life — 
because he let payment run for a couple of months, and 
because he does not spend quite so much as he used. 

Land. But suppose I really wanted the room and saw 
beforehand that the Major would willingly have given it 
up if we could only have wailed some time for his return! 
Should I let strange gentlefolk like them drive away again 
from my door? Should I wilfully send such a prize into 
the clutches of another innkeeper? Besides. I don't believe 
they could have got a lodging elsewhere. The inns are 
all now quite full. Could such a young, beautitut, amiable 
lady remain in the street ? Your master is much too gallant 
for that. And what does he lose by the change? Have 
not I givea him another room? 

ToLK— 10 HO 
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Just. By the pigeon-house at the back, with a 
between a neighbour's chimneys. 

Land. Tiie view was uncommonly fine, before the 
founded neighbour obstructed Jt The room is otherwise 
very nice, and is papered — 

Just. Has been! 

Land, No, ont side is so still. And the little room adjoii 
ing, what is the matter with that? Il has a chimney 
perhaps, smokes somewhat in the winter — 

Just. But does very nicely in the summer. I belie* 
Landlord, you are mocking us into the bargain I 

Land. Come, come ; Herr Just, Herr Just — 

Just. Don't make Herr Just's head hot — 

Land. I make his head hot? It is the Dantzig does that. 

Just. An officer, like my master! Or do you think that 
a discharged officer is not an officer, who may break your 
neck for you ? Why were you all, you Landlords, so civil 
during the war? Why was every officer an honourable man 
then and every soldier a worthy, brave fellow? Does this 
bit of a peace make you so bumptious? 

Land. What makes you fly out so, Herr Just I 

Just. I will fly out. 



% 



ScKNE III,— Major von Tellueth, Lmidlord, Joit 



Maj. T. (entering). Just! 

Just, (supposing the Landlord is stiil speaking). Jurt! 
Are we so intimate? 

Maj. T. Just! 

Just. I thought I was " Herr Just " with you, 

Land, (seeing A? Major). Hist! hist! Herr Just, Herr 
Just, look round; your master — 

Maj. T. Just, I think you are quarrelingi What did 
I tell you ? 

Land. Quarrel, your honour? God forbid 1 Would your 
most humble servant dare to quarrel with one who has the 
honour of being in your service? 

Just. If I could but give him a good whack on th»t 
cringing cat's back of his I 

Land. It is true Herr Just speaks up for his master, and 
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rather warmly; but in that he is right. I esteem him so 
much the more; i like him for it. 

Just. 1 should like to knock his teeth out for himl 

Land. It is only a pity that he puts himself in a passion 
for nothing. For I feel quite sure that your honour is not 
displeased with me in this matter, since — necessity — made 
it necessary — 

Maj. T. More than enough, sir I 1 am in your debt; 
you turn out my room in my absence. You must be paid, 
I must seek a lodging elsewhere. Very natural. 

Land. Elsewhere? You are going to quit, honoured sir? 
Oh, unfortunate stricken man that I am. No, never! 
Sooner shall the lady give up the apartments again. The 
Major cannot and will not let her have hts room. It is 
bis; she must go; I cannot help it. I will go, honoured 
sir — 

Maj. T. My friend, do not make two foolish strokes 
instead of one. The lady must retain possession of the 
room — 

Land. And your honour could suppose that from distrust, 
from fear of not being paid, 1 . . . As if I did not know 
that your honour could pay me as soon as you pleased. . The 
sealed purse . . . five hundred thalers in louis d'ors marked 
on it — which your honour had in your writing-desk . . . i> 
in good keeping. 

Maj. T. I trust so; as the rest of tny property. Just shall 
lake them into his keeping, when he has paid your bill — 

Land. Really, I was quite alarmed when I found the purse. 
I always considered your honour a methodical and prudent 
man. who never got quite out of money . . - but still, had ^ 

I supposed there was ready money in the desk — t*-' ''^/vpl 

Maj. T. You would have treated me rather more civilly-V ^^^Jj 
I understand you. Go, sir; leave me. I wish to speak witlj^ 
my servant. 

Land, But, honoured sir — 

Maj, T. Come, Just ; he does not wish to permit me to give 
way orders to you in his house. 

Land. I am going, honoured sirl My whole house is at 
your service. (£jrt(.) 
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So** IT^-MaJ(« to* TnuiBa, Jor 

Jcsr. (Jtea^f ««tJI lot fool and tpittmg after ike I 
uo). Ugbl 

Maj. T. What b die matter? 

Jon. I 31B choking with rage. 

Maj. T. That is a» bad as from pletlion. 

JcsT. Aod {or 7on. sir, I banll]r know yon anr longer. 
Hay I (He be fo re jrom- e^es, if 70a do not encourage this 
naUdotts, onfeding wretch. In ^Hte of gallows, axe, and 
tortore I coold . . . yt», I coald hare throttled him wiib 
tfane haads, and torn him to pieces with thne teeth ! 

Ma J. T. Yoo wild beast! 

Jtisr. Better a wild beast Ibaa such a man I ^B 

Ma J- T. Bat what is it that voo want ? ^| 

JcXT. 1 want yea to perceiTe bow much be insolu T(M.^| 

Maj. T. And then— ■ 

JOST. To take jronr rencnge . . . No, tbe EcUow is beneadi 
your notice ! 

Maj. T. But to coromissioK joa to avenge me? That was 
my inlention from the first. He should not have seen me 
again, but have received the amotmt of his bin from your 
hands. I know that you can throw down a handful of tnoney 
whh a tolerably contemptuous mien. 

Jl-st. Oh ! a pretty sort of revenge I 

Maj. T. Which, however, we must defer. I have not one 
■heller of ready monej-, and I know not where to raise any. 

Just. No money f What is that purse then with five htm- 
dred dollars' worth of louis dors, which the Landlord found 
in your desk? 

Maj. T. That is money given into my charge. 

Ju3T. Not the hundred pistoles which your old i 
brought you four or five weeks back? 

Maj. T. The same. Paul Werner's; right. 

Jirer. And you have not used them yet ? Yet, sir, j 
do what you please with them. I will answer for it t 

Maj. T. Indeed! 

Just. Werner beard from me, how they had treated y 
claims upon the War Office. He heard — 

Maj. T. That I should certainly be a beggar soon, if ] 
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was not one already. I am much obliged to you, Just, And 
the news induced Werner to offer to share his tittle all with 
I am very glad that I guessed this. Listen, Just; let 
me have your account, directly too ; we must part. 

Just. How! what! 

Maj. T. Not a word. There is someone coming. 

Scene V. — Lady in mounting. Major von Tellseih, Josrt 

Lady. I ask your pardon, sir. 

Maj. T. Whom do you seek. Madam? 

Lady. The worthy gentleman with whom I have the 
honour of speaking. Vou do not know me again. I am the 
widow of your late captain. 

Maj. T. Good heavens, Madam, how you are changes t 

Lady. I have just risen from a sick bed, to which grief 
on the loss of my husband brought me. I am troubling you 
at a very early hour. Major von Tellheim, but I am going 
into the country, where a kind, but also unfortunate friend, 
has for the present offered me an asylum. 

Maj. T. {to Just). Leave us. 

ScsNK VI. — Lujy, Maj 01 voh Tillbiim 

Maj. T. Speak freely. Madam ! You must not be ashamea 
of your bad fortune before me. Can 1 serve you in any way? " * 

Lady. Major — 

Maj. T. I pity you. Madam 1 How can I serve you? You 
know your husband was my friend ; my friend, I say, and I 
have always been sparing of this tiile. 

Lady. Who knows better than I do how worthy you were 
of his friendship — how worthy he was of yours? You would 
have been in his last thoughts, your name would have been 
the last sound on his dying lips, had not natural affection, 
stronger than friendship, demanded this sad prerogative for 
his unfortunate son, and his unhappy wife. 

Maj. T. Cease, Madam ! I could willingly weep with you ; 
but I have no tears to-day. Spare me ! You come to me at 
a time when I might easily be misled to murmrr against 
Provid<^c^ Oh I honest Marloffl Quick, Madam, what 
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have you to request? If it is in my power to assist 
it is in my power — 

Ladv. I cannot depart without fulfilling his last wishes. 
He recollected, shortly before hia death, that he was dying 
a debtor to you, and he conjured me to discharge his debt 
with the first ready money 1 should have. I have sold 
carriage, and come to redeem his note. 

Maj. T. What, Madam! Is that your object in comiagY 



Lady. It is. Permit me to count out the money to you. 
Maj. T. No, Madam. Marloff a debtor to me I that 
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hardly be. Let us look, however. ( Takis out a pockttbookf 
atid searches.) I find nothing of the kind. 

Lauv. You have doubtless mislaid his note; besides, tt is 
nothing to the purpose. Permit me — 

Maj, T, No, Madam; I am careful not to mislay such 
documents. If I have not got it. it is a proof that I nerer 
had it, or that it has been honoured and already rel 
by roe. 

Lady. Major! 

Maj. T. Without doubt. Madam; Marloff does not ow< 
me anything — nor can I remember that he ever did owe me 
anything. This is so, Madam. He has much rather left me 
in his debt. I have never been able to do anything to repay 
a man who shared with me good and ill luck, honour and 
danger, for six years. I shall not forget that he has left a 
son. He shall be my son, as soon as I can be a father to 
him. The embarrassment in which I am at present — 

Lady. Generous man 1 But do not think so meanly of me. 
Take the money, Major, and then at least 1 shall be at ease. 

Maj. T, What more do you require to tranquillize you. 
than my assurance that the money does not belong to me? 
Or do you wish that I should rob the young orphan of my 
friend? Rob, Madam; for that it would be in the true mean- 
ing of the word. The money belongs to him ; invest it for 
faini. 

Lady. 1 tnderatand you : pardon me if T do not yet rightly 
know how to accept a kindness. Wliere have you leamt 
that a mother will do more for her child than for the pi^ser- 
vation of her own life? I am going — 

Maj. T. Go, Madam, and may you have a prosperous 
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journey I I do not ask you to let me hear from you. 
"ght come to me when it might be of little 
me. There U ycl one thing, Madam ; I had nearly 
that which is of most consequence. Marloff also had cl; 
upon the chest of our old regiment. His claims are as good 
as mine. If my demands are paid, his must be paid also. I 
will be answerable for them. 

Lady. Oh ! Sir . . . but what can I say ? Thus to purpose 
future good deeds is, in the eyes of heaven, to have performed 
them already. May you receive its reward, as well as my 
tears, (Exit.) 

Scene VH.— Majqb von Tbllkbim 

Maj. T. Poor, good woman ! I must not forget to destroy W 
the bill {Takes some papers from his pockelbook and A 
destroys them.) Who would guarantee that my own wantf I 
might not some day temft me to make use of it? / I 
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Scene VIII.— Jdst, Major von TEU.aEiK 

»" ISlIj. T. Is that you. Just? I 

Just, (wiping his eyes). Yes. ' 

Maj. T. You have been crying? 

Just. J have been wriii-'g out my account in the kitchen, 
and the place is full of smoke. Here it is, sir, I'l^*-*' » i 

Maj. T. Give it to me. ' 

Just. Be merciful with me, sir. 1 know well that tbej 
have not been so with you; still — 

Maj. T. What do you want ? 

Just. I should sooner have expected my death, than mjr 
discharge. 

Maj. T. I cannot keep you any longer: I must learn to 
manage without servants. (Opens the" faper. and reads). 
"What my master, the Major, owes me: — Three months 
and a half wages, six thalers per month, is 21 thalers. Dur- 
ing the first part of this month, laid out in sundries — 1 thaler 
7 groschen 9 pfennigs. Total. 22 thalers 7gr. 9pf." Right; 
and it is just that I also pay your wages, for the whole of 
the current month. 
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JosT. Bravo, comrade • 

Sea. I was engaged by roy present mistress a few dayi' 

ago, in Dresden. I believe she has come here to look for her 

(Maj. T. Enough, friend, I wished to know the name ol 
your mistress, not her secrets. Go ! 

Skr, Comrade, he would not do for my master. 

j,-^! ' * Scene X,— Ma^o* vote T«i.lhkiji. Just 

Maj. T. Just! see that we get out of this house directly I 
The politeness of this strange lady affects me more than th«. 
1 churlishness of the host Here, take this ring — the only 
thing of value which I have left — of which I never thought 
of making such a use. Pawn it! get eighty louis d'ors for 
our host's bill can scarcely amount lo thirty. Pay him, 
(and remove my things, . , , Ah, where? Where you wttL 
fThe cheaper the inn, the hetter. You wilt find me i " ' 
lighbouring coffee-house. I am going; you will see to it | 
<_all properly? 

Just, Have no fear, Major I 

Maj. T. (comes back). Above all things, do not let i 
pistols be forgotten, which hang beside the bed. 
Just. I will forget nothing. 
Maj. T, (comes back again). Anot her thin g; 
do g with you too, J3oj:9u hear;. Just? 

SCEME XI.— Just 

Just, The dog will not stay behind, he will take care otd 
that. Hem 1 My master still had this valuable ring and car- 
ried it in his pocket instead of on his finger ! My good lanrf- 
lord. we are not yet so poor as we look. To him himself, I 
will pawn you, you beautiful little ring I I know he will be 
annoyed that you will not all be consumed in his house. 
Ah!— 

ScEHi XII.— PAtn. Weinbs, Just 

Just. Hullo, Werner ! good-day to you, Werner, Welcome 
to the town, 
Wes. The accursed village t I can't manage to get at home 
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in it again, Merry, my boys, mert7; I have got some more, 
Dtoneyl Where is the Major? 

Jdst. He must liavc met you; he just went down stairs. 

Web. I came up the back stairs. How is he? I shouU 
have been with you last week, but — 

Just, Well, what prevented you ? 

Wkr. Just, did you ever hear of Prince Heradius? 
'jcsT. Heradius? Not that 1 know of. 

Wer. Don't you know the great hero of the East? 

Just. I know the wise men of (he East well enough, who 
go about with the stars on New Year's Eve.' 

Wer, Brother, I believe you read the newspapers as little 
as the Bible. You do not know Prince Heradius. Not 
know the brave man who seized Persia, and will break into 
the Ottoman Porte in a few days? Thank Gou, there is 
Still war somewhere in the world I I have long enough 
hoped it would break out here again. But there they sit 
and take care of their skins. No. a soldier I was, and a 
soldier 1 must be again! In short {looking round carefully, 
to see if anyone is listening), between ourselves Just, I am 
going to Persia, to have a few campaigns against the Turks, 
under his Royal Highness Prince Heradius. 

Just. You? 

Wer. I myself. Our ancestors fought bravely against the 
Turks; and so ought we too, if we would be honest men 
and good Christians. I allow that a campaign against tho 
Turks cannot be Jicdfjo^lcasant as one against the French ; 
but then it musTTSe so much the more beneficial in this 
world and the next The swords of the Turks are all set 
with diamonds. 

Just. I would not walk a mile to have my head split with 
one of their sabres. You will not be so mad as to leave 
your comfortable little farm! 

Web. Oh ! I take that with me. Do you see? The prop- 
erty is sold. 

Just. Sold? 

Web. Hist! Here arc a hundred ducats, which I ft- 
ceived yesterday towards the payment: 1 am brmging theo 
ior the Major. 

>TUa Rtot to IS old Ceioiu ctutob 
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JosT. What is he to do with them? 

Web. What is he to do with them? Spend Aem; p}ay 
them, or drink ihem away, or whatever he pleases. He 
most have money, and it is bad enough that they have made 
bis own 50 troublesome to him. But I know what I would 
do, were I in his place. I would say — " The deuce take you 
all here; I will go with Paul Werner to Persia! " Hang it! 
Prince Hcraclius roust have heard of Major von Tellheim, 
if he has not heard of Paul Werner, his late sergeant. Our 
affair at Katzenhauser — 

Just. Shall I five you an account of that? 

Wer, You give me 1 I know weil that a fine hattic array 
is beyond your comprehension. I am not going to throw ray 
pearls before swine. Here, take the hundred ducats; give 
ihetu to the Major; tell him, he may keep these for me too, 
I am going to the market now. I have sent in a couple of 
loads of rye; v.hal I get for them he can also have. 

Just. Werner, vou niean il well; hmt wc di.m't wgnt-yOUr 
money. Keeji joiir ilucnK; rjtid yo;ir Inmilred pisloles-you 
ran also have back safe, as Mion as you please. 

Wed. What, has the Major money still? ^m 

Just. No. ^^| 

Wek. Has he borrowed any? ^^M 

Just. No. 'H 

Wer. On what does he live, then? 

Just. We have everything put down in the bill ; and when 
(hey won't put anything more down, and turn us out of the 
house, we pledge anything we may happen to have, and go 
somewhere else. I say, Paul, we must play this landlord 
here a trick. 

Wer. If he has annoyed the Major, I am ready. 

Just. What if we watch for him in the evening, when be 
comes from his club, and give him a good thrashing? 

Wer. In the dark ! Watch for him ! Two to one I No, 
that won't do. 

Just. Or if we hum his house over his head? 

Wes. Fire and bum ! Why, Just, one hears that you 
have been baggage-boy and not soldier. Shame! 

Just. Or if we ruin his daughter? But she is cursedly 
ugly. 
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Wes. She has probably been ruined long ago. At any 
rate you don't want any help there. But what is the 
matter with yoii? What has happened? 

JosT. Just come with me, and you shall hear something 
to make you stare. 

Wer. The devil must be loose here, then? 

Just. Just so ; come along. 

Wkb. So much the better! To Persia, then; to Persia. 



Scene I.— Mini 



ACT II 
's Room. MiN 



MiN. (m morning dress, looking at her watch). Fran- 
ziska, we have risen very early. The time will hang heavy 
on our hands. 

Fran. Who can sleep in these abominable large towns? 
The carriages, the watchmen, the drums, the cats, the 
soldiers, never cease to rattle, to call, to roll, to mew, and 
to swear; just as if the last thing the night is intended 
for was for sleep. Have a cup of tea, my lady ! 

MiN. I don't care for tea. 

Kuan. I will have some chocolate made. 

MiN. Fur yourself, if you like. 

Fran. For myself! I would as soon talk to myself as 
drink by myself. Then the time will indeed hang heavy. 
For very weariness we shall have to make our toilets, 
and try on the dress in which we intend to make the 
first attack ! 

MiN. Why do you talk of attacks, when I have only 
come to require that the capitulation be ratified? 

Fkan. But the officer whom we have dislodged, and to 
whom we have apologized, cannot be the best bred man in 
the world, or he might at least have begged the honour of 
being allowed lo wait upon you. 

MiN. All officers are not Tcllheims. To tell you the 
truth, 1 only sent him the message in order to have an 
opportunity of inquiring from him about Tellhcim. Fran- 
ziska, my heart tells me my journey will be a successful 
one and that 1 shall find him. 
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F»AM. The heart, my lady I One must not trust to tbat 
too much. The heart echoes to us the words of our ton^tics. 
If the tongue was as much inclined to speak the thoughts 
of the heart, the fashion of keeping mouths under lock 
and key would have come in long ago. 

MiN. Ha! ha I mouths under lock and key. That fashioa 
would just suit me. 

Fhan. Rather not show the most beautiful set of teeth, 
than let the heart be seen through thcra every moment. 

Mis. What, are you so reserved.' 

Fram. No, my lady; but I would willingly be more so. 
People seldom talk of the virtue they possess, and all the 
more often of that which they do not possess. 

MiN. Franziska, you made a very just remark thet^ 

Fran, Made! Does one make it, if it occurs to one? 

Mm, And do you know why I consider it so good? It 
applies to my Tellheim, 

Fram, What would not, in your opinion, apply to him? 

MiN. Friend and foe say he is the bravest man in the 
world. But who ever heard him talk of bravery? He 
most upright mind ; but uprightness and noble- 
lind are words never on his tongue. m 

Fban. Of what virtues does he talk then? H 

Mix, He talks of none, for he is wanting in none. ^| 

Fran. That is just what I wished to hear. ^| 

Miw, Wait, Franiiska; I am wrong. He often talks 
of economy. Between ourselves, I believe he is e-ttrava- 
gant. 

Fras. One thing more, my lady. I have often heard 
him mention truth and constancy toward you, \\'hat, if 
he be inconstant ? 

MiN. Miserable girl 1 But do you mean that seriously? 

Fran. How long is it since he wrote to you? 

Mis, Alasl he has only written to me once since the 
peace, 

Fran. What— A sigh on account of the peace? Sur- 
prising? Peace ought only to make good the ill which 
war causes; but it seems to disturb the good which the 
latter, its opposite, may have occasioned. Peace should 
so capricious ! , , , How long have we had peacs^l 
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The time seeois wonderfully long, when there is so little 
news. It is no i-se the post going regularly again; no- 
body writes, for nobody has anything to write about. 

MiN. "Peace has been made." he wrote to me, "and I 
am approaching the fulfilment of my wishes." But since 
he only wrote that to me once, only once — 

Fran. And since he compels us to run after (his fulfil- 
ment of his wishes ourselves. . . If we can but find him, 
he shall pay for this! Suppose, in the meantime, he may 
have accomplished his wishes, and we should learn here 
that— 

MiN. (anxiously). That he is dead? 

Fran. To you, my lady; and married to another. 

MiN. You teaze, you! Wait, Franziska, I will pay you 
out for this I But talk to me, or I shall fall asleep. His 
regiment was disbanded after the peace. Who knows into 
what a confusion of bills and papers he may thereby have 
been brought? Who knows into what other regiment, or 
to what distant slalion, he may have been sent? Who 
knows what circumstances — There's a knock at the door. 

FftAN. Come in 1 

Sons n. — Landlord, Mikka, Fratiiiska 

Land, (putting his head in at the door). Am I permitted, 
your ladyship? 

Fran. Our landlord? — Come in! 

Land. (A pen behind his ear. a sheet of paper and an ink- 
ttand in his hand). I am come, your ladyship, to wish you 
t most humble good-morning ; (to Fkanziska) and the same 
to you, my pretty maid. 

Fkan. a polite man! 

MiN. We are obliged to you. 

FnAN, And wish you also a good-morning. 

Land. May I venture to ask how your ladyship has 
passed the first night under my poor roof? 

Fran. The roof is not 60 bad. sir; but the beds might 
have been better. 

Land. What do I hear I Not slept well I Perhaps the 
ner-fatigue of the journej'^— 



I 



MiN. Perhaps, 

Lakd. Certainly, certainly, for otherwise, . . . Ydj 
should there be anything not perfectly comfortable, i 
lady, I hope you will net fail to command me. 

Fran. Very well. Mr. Landlord, very wcU! We art 
not bashful; and least of all should one be bashful i 
inn. We shall not fail lo say what we may wish. 

Land. I next come to . . . {taking the pen from be^ 
kind kis ear). 

Fkan. Well? 

Land. Without doubt, my lady, you are already acquainted^ 
with the wise regulations of our police. 

MiN. Not in the least, sir. 

Lane We landlords are instructed not to take in any 
stranger, of whatever rank or sex he may be, for four- 
and-twenty hours, without delivering, in writing, his name, 
place of abode, occupation, object of his journey, probablcj 
stay, and so on, to the proper authorities. 

MiN, Very well. 

Land. Will your ladyship then be so good . . . (^0^1 
ing to the table, and mahitig ready lo write). 

MiK. Willingly. My name is— 

Land. One minute! (He writes.) "Date, 22nd Augustil 
A. D., &c. ; arrived at the King of Spain hotel." Now yovtf 1 
name, my lady. 

MiN, Fraulein von Barnhelra. 

Land. (iwi(tJ). "Von Bamhelm," Coming from, 
where, your ladyship? 

MiN. From my estate in Saxony. 

Land, {writes). "Estate in Saxony." Saxonyl Indeed^ 1 
indeed! In Saxony, your ladyship? Saxony? | 

Fran. Well, why not ? I hope it is no sin in this country . 
to come from Saxony ! 

Land. A sin? Heaven forbid! Thai would be quite 
a new sin ! From Saxony then ? Yes, yes, from Saxony, 
a delightful country. Saxony! But if I am right, your 
ladyship, Saxony is not small, and has several — how shall 
I call them? — districts, provinces. Our police arc veiy j 
particular, your ladyship. 

MiN, 1 understand. From my estate in Tliuringia, then. 





I 



MINNA VON BARNHELM 

Land. From Thuringiat Yes, that is better, your lady- 
ship; that is more exact. (Hurtles and reads.) " Fraukin 
von Bhrnhelm, coming from her estate in Thuringia, to- 
gether with her lady in waiting and two men servants." 

Fran. Lady iti waiting! That means me, I suppose I 

Land. Yes, my pretty maid. 

Fran. Well, Mr. Landlord, instead of "lady in wait- 
ing," write " maid in waiting." You say, the police are 
very exact; it might cause a misunderstanding, which might 
give me trouble some day when my banns are read out. 
For I really am still unmarried, and my name is Franziska, 
with the family name of Willig: Franziska Willtg. 1 
also come from Thuringia. My father was a miller, on 
one of my lady's estates. It is called Little Rammsdorf. 
My brother has the mill now. I was taken very early to 
the manor, and educated with my lady. We are of the 
same age — one-and-twenty next Candlemas. I learnt every- 
thing my lady learnt. I should like the police to have 
a full account of me. 

Land. Quite right, my pretty maid; I will bear that in 
mind, in case of future inquiries. But now, your ladyship, 
your business here? 

MiN. My business here? 

Land. Have you any business with His Majesty the 
King? 

MiN. Oh! no. 

Land. Or at our courts of justice ik 

MiN, No. 

Land. Or — 

MiN. No, no. I have come here solely on accoimt of my 
own private affairs. 

Land. Quite right, your ladyship; but what are those 
private affairs? 

Mm. They are . . . Franziska, I think we are under- 
going an examination. 

Fran. Mr. Landlord, the police surely do not ask to know 
a young lady's secrets ! 

Land. Certainly, my pretty maid; the police wish to 
know everything, and especially ; 

Fran. What is to be done, my lady? . . . Well, listen, 



Mr. Landlord — but take care that it does not go beirond o 
selves and the police. 
MiN. What is the simpleton going to tell him? 



/ off an officer from the king. 

Land. How? What? My dear girll 

Fran. Or to let ourselves be carried off by the offict 
It is all one. 

Mm. Franziska, are you mad? The saucy girl is laugh- 
ing at you. 

Land. I hope not ! With your humble servant in 
she may jest as much as she pleases; but with the poli 

MiN. I tell you what; I do not understand how to act 
this matter. Suppose you postpone the whole affair till my 
uncle's arrival, I told you yesterday why he did not come 
with me. lie liad an accident with his carriage ten milu 
from here, and did not wish that I should remain a night 
longer on the road, so I had to come on. I am sure ll#. 
will not be more than four-and -twenty hours after us. 

Land. Very well, madam, we will wait for him, 

MiN. He will be able to answer your questions better. 
He will know to whom, and to what extent, he must give 
an account of himself— what he must relate respecting his 
affairs, and what he may withhold. 

Land. So much the better 1 Indeed one cannot expect 
3 young girl {looking at Franziska in a mtirked manner) 
lo treat a serious matter with serious people in a serious 
manner. 

MiN. And his rooms are in readiness, I hope? 

Land. Quite, your ladyship, quite; except the one — 

Fran, Out of which, I suppose, you will have to ti 
some other honourable gentleman! 

Land. The waiting maids of Saxony, your ladyship^ 
seem to be very compassionate. 

MiN. In truth, sir, that was not well done. You ougl 
rather to have refused us. 

Land. Why so, your ladyship, why so? 

MiN. I understand thai the officer who was driven 
on our account — 

Land, Is only a discharged officer, your ladyship. 

MiN. Well, what then? 
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Land. Who is almost done for. 

MiN. So much the worse ! He is said to be a very deserv- I 
ing man. 

Land. But I tell you he is discharged, 

MiN. The king cannot be acquainted with every deserve I 
ing man. 

Land. Oh! doubtless he knows them; he knows them alL 

MiN. But he cannot reward them all. 

Land. They would have been rewarded if they had lived 
BO as to deserve it. But they lived during the war as if it 
would last for ever; as if the words "yours" and "mire" 
were done away with altogether. Now all the hotels and 
inns are full of them, and a landlord has to be on his guard 
with them. I have come off pretty well with this one. If 
he had no more money, he had at any rate money's worth; 
and I might indeed have let him remain quiet two or three 
monttis longer. However, it is better as it is. By-the-by, 
your ladyship, you understand about jewels, I suppose? 

MiN. Not particularly. 

Land. Of course your ladyship must. I must show you 
X ring, a valuable ring. I see you have a very beautiful 
one on your finger; and the more I look at it, the more 
I am astonished at. the resemblance it bears to mine. Thercl 
just look, just look! (taking the ring from Us case, and 
handing it to her.) What brilliancy! The diamond in the 
middle alone weighs more than five carats. 

Mix. (looking at it). Good heavens! What do I see? 
This ring — 

Land. Is honestly worth fifteen hundred thalers. 

MiN. Franziska! look! 

Land. I did not hesitate for a moment to advance eighty 
pistoles on it. 

MiN. Do not you recognize it, Franziska? 

Fran. The same! Where did you get that ring, Mr. 
Landlord ? 

Land. Come, my girl I you surely have no claim to it? 

Fran. We have no claim to this ring! My mistress's 
monogram must be on it, on the inner side of the setting; 
Look at it, my lady. 

MiN. It isl it is! How did you get this ring? 
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Land. I ! In the most honourable way in the world, 
do not wish to bring me into disgrace and trouble, your 
ladyship ! How do I know where the ring properly be- 
longs? During the war many a thing often changed masters, 
both with and without the knowledge of its owner. War 
was war. Other rings will have crossed the borders of 
Saiony. Give it me again, your ladyship ; give it me again 1 

Fran. When you have said from whom you got it. 

Land. From a man whom I cannot think capable of such -i 
things; in other respects a good man. 

MiN. From the best man under the sun, if you have it J 
from its owner. Brit.^ im here directly! It is 
or at any rate he must know him. 

Land. Who? who, your ladyship? 

Fban. Are yon deaf? Our Major I 

Land. Major! Right? he is a Major, who had this room % 
before you, and from whom I received it. 

MiN, Major von Tellhcim ! 

Land. Yes, Tellheim. Do you know him? 

MiN. Do I know him! He is here! Tellheim here! 
had this room ! He I he pledged this ring with you ! What ] 
has brought him into this embarrassment? Where is he? 
Does he owe you anything ? Franziska, my desk here 1 
Open it! (Franziska puts it on the table and opens if.) 
What does he owe you ? To whom else docs he owe any- 
thing? Bring me all his creditorsi Here is gold: here are 
notes. It is all his! 

Land. What is this? 

MiN. Where ts he? Where is he? 

Land. An hour ago he was here. 

MiN. Detested man! how could you act SO ntdely, so 1 
hardly, so cruelly towards him ? 

Land. Your ladyship must pardon — 

MiN, Quick! Bring him to me. 

Land. His servant is perhaps still here. Does your lady^ 1 
ship wish that he should look for him? 

MiN. Do I wish it? Begone, run. For this service 
alone I will forget iiow badly you have behaved to him, 

Fran. Now then, quick, Mr. Landlord! Be off! fly I fly! 
iPushes him out.) 
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MiN. Now I have found him ag^in, Franctska! Do you 
hear? Now I have found him again! I scarcely know 
where I am for joy! Rejoice with me, Franziska. But 
why should you? And yet you shall; you must rejoice with 
me. Come, I will make you a present, that you may be able 
to rejoice with me. Say, Franziska, what shall I give you? 
Which of my things would please you? What would you 
like? Take what you will; only rejoice with me. 1 see you 
will take nothing. Stop ! ( Thrusts her hand into Ike desk.) 
There, Franziska {gives her money), buy yourself what you 
like. Ask for more, if it be not sufficient; but rejoice with 
me you must. It is so melancholy to be happy alone. There, 
take it, then. 

Fran. It is stealing it from you, my lady. You are 
intoxicated, quite intoxicated with joy, 

MtN. Girl, my intoxication is of a qtiarrelsome kind. 
Take it, or (forcing money into her hand) . . . and if you 
thank me . . . Stay, it is well that I think of it. (Takes 
more money from the desk.) Put that aside, Franziska, for 
the first poor wounded soldier who accosts us. 

SCEKI IV.^ — Lamdiom), Uihna, and Fkaniisea 

MiN. Well, is he coming? 

Land. The cross, untnannered fellow! 

MiN. Who? 

Land. His servant. He refuses to go for him. 

Ffan. Bring the rascal here, then. I know all the Major^s 
servants. Which one of them was it? 

MiN, Bring him here directly. Wben he sees us he will 
go fast enough. (Exit Landlord.) 

ScEHB V. — MiHHA, Franziska 

MtN. I cannot bear this delay. But, Franziska, how 
cold you are still ! Why will you not share my joy with me? 
Fran. I would from my heart, if only— 
MiK. If only what? 
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Fham. We have found him again. But Iiow have m] 
found him? From al! we hear, it must go badly with him. 
He muBt be unfortunate. That distresses me. 

MiN. Distresses you I Let me embrace you for that, 
my dear playmate ! I shall n«vcr forget this of you. I 
only in love, you are good. 



SciMB VI. — Lahdlokd, Jcst, and tkt abovt 

Land. With great difficulty I have brought him. 

Fran. A strange face! I do not know him. 

MiN. Friend, do you live with Major von Tellh«im? 

Just. Yes. 

MiN. Where is your master? 

Just. Not here. 

MiN. But you could find him? 

Just. Yes. 

MiN. Will you fetch him quickly? 

Just. Nl 

MiN. You will be doing me a favour. 

Just. Indeed! 

MiN. And your master a service, 

Just. Perhaps not. 

MiN. Why do you suppose that? 

Just. You are the strange lady who sent your compU- i 
ments to him this morning, I think? 

MiN. Yes. 

Just. Then I am right 

MiN. Does your master know my name? 

Just. No ; but he takes over-civil ladies as little u orv* J 
uncivil landlords. 

Land. That is meant for me, I suppose? 

Just. Yes. 

Land. Well, do not let the lady suffer for it then; tmt ' 
bring him here directly. 

MiN. (lo Franziska). Franziska, give him something— 



Fran, (trying to put j 
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FsAN. One ia return for the other. 
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Just. I cannot. My master has ordcreil me to pack up. 
That I am now aboul, and I beg you not to hinder me 
further. When I have finished, I will take care to tell him 
that he may come here. He is close by, ai the coffee- 
house; and if he finds nothing better to do there, I suppose 
he will come. {Going.) 

FsAN. Watt a moment! My lady is the Major's . . . 
sister. 

MiM. Yes, yes. his sister. 

Just. I know better; the Major has not a sister. He 
has sent me twice in six months to his family in Courland. 
It is true there are different sorts of sisters — 

Fran. Insolent! 

Just. One must be so to get the people to let one alone. 
(Exit.) 

Fran, That is a rascal. 

LA>fD, So I said. But let him go! I know now where his 
master is. I will fetch him instantly myself. I only beg 
your ladyship, most humbly, that you will make an excuse 
for me to the Major, that I have been ao unfortunate as to 
offend a man of his merit against my will. 

MiN. Pray go quickly. 1 will set all that right again. 
(Exit the Landlobu.) Franziska, run after him, and tell 
him not to mention my namet (Exit Fsanziska.) 



Scene VII. — Mihka, t 
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MiM. I have found him again! — Am I alone? — I will not 
be alone to no purpose. — (Clasping her hands.) Yet I am 
not ftlone! (Looking upv'ards.) One single grateful 
thought towards heaven, is the mo^it perfect prayer! I have 
found htm! I have found html (IVilh outstretched arms.) 
I am joyful and happy! What can please the Creator more 
than a joyful creature! (Franziska returns.) Have you 
returned, Franziska? You pity him! I do not pity him. 
Misfortune too is useful. Periiaps heaven deprived him of 
everything^to give him all again, through me! 

Fran. He may be here at any moment. — You are still in 
your morning dress, my lady. Ought you not to dress your- 
self quickly ? 



MiN. Not at all. He will now see me more frequently S 
thai) dressed out. 

Fran. Oli ! you know, ray lady, how you look best. 
Mm. (after a pause). Truly, girl. ] 



t hit it again. 

t'RAS. I think women who are beautiful, are most so whea 
unadorned. 

MiN. Must we then be beautiful? Perhaps it was neces- 
sary that we should think ourselves so. Enough for me, if 
only I am beautiful in his eyes. Franziska. if all women 
fed as I now feel, we are — strange things. Tender-hearted, 
yet proud; virtuous, yet vain; passionate, yet innocent. I 
dare say you do not understand me. I do not rightly under- J 
stand myself. Joy turns my head. 

Fran, Compose yourself, my lady, I hear footsteps. 

MiN. Compose myself! What! receive him composedly? 



SctME VIII.— MajOk vCn Tellhkiu, Landlobd, and the abovl 

Maj. T. (walks in, and the moment he sees Minna nuhi 
towards her). Ah ! my Minna ! 

MiN. {springing towards him). Ah! my Tellheim ! 

Maj. T. (starts suddenly, and draws buck). I beg ) 
pardon, Fraulein von Barnhelm ; but to meet you here — 

MiN. Cannot surely be so unexpected 1 (Approaching him, 
whilst he draws back stilt more.) Am I to pardon you 
because I am still your Minna? Heaven pardon you, f 
am still Fraulein von Barnhelm! 

Maj. T, Fraulein . . . (Looks fixedly at the Landlo 
and shrugs his shoulders.) 

MiN. (sees the Landlord, and makes a sign to FRAifil 
ziska). Sir — 

Maj. T. If we are not both mistaken — 

Fran. Why, Landlord, whom have you brought i 
Come, quick! let us go and look for the r 

Land, Is he not the right one? Surely ! 

Fran, Surely not! Come, quick! I have not yet wished 
your daughter good moniing. 

Land, Oh! you are very good (still does not stir). 

Fran, (takes hold of htm). Come, and we will make t 
Mil of fare. Let us see what we shall have. 





Land. You shall have first of aU — 
Fran. Stop, 1 say, stop! If my mistress knows 
she is lo have for dinner, it will be all over with her 
Come, we must talk that over in private. {Drags km off.) 
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SCXNE IX.— MlHH/ 






« Telxbeiu 



Mil*. Well, are we still both mistaken? 

Maj. T. Would to heaven it were so ! — But there is only 
one Minna, and you are that one. 

MiN. What ceremony 1 The world might hear what we 
have to say to one anotiier. 

Maj, T. You here? What do you want here. Madam.' 

MiN, Nothing now (going fa him tuilh open arms). I 
have found all that I warned, 

Maj. T. (drawing back). You seek a prosperous man, and 
one worthy of your love ; and ; ou find— a wretched one, 

MiN. Then do you love me no longer? Do you love 
another ? 

Maj. T. Ah ! he never loved you, who could love another '*' 
afterwards. 

MiN. You draw but one dagger from my breast; for if I 
have lost your heart, what matters whether indifference or 
more powerful charms than mine have robbed me of it? You 
love me no longer; neither do you love another? Wretched 
man indeed, if you love nothing! 

Maj, T. Right; the wretched must love nothing. He 
merits his misfortunes, if he cannot achieve this victory 
over himself — if he can allow the woman he loves to take 
part in his misfortune ... Oh! how difficult is this victory! 
. . . Since reason and necessity have commanded me to for- 
get Minna von Bamhelm, what pains have I taken I I was 
juat beginning to hope that my trouble would not for ever 
be in vain — and yon appear. , 

MiN. Do I understand you right? Stop, fir; let us see 
what we mean before we make further mistakes, Will you 
answer me one question ? 

Maj. T. Any one. 

MiN. But will you answer me without shift or subterfuge? 
With nothing but a plain " Yes," or " No ? " 
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Maj. T. I will— if I c= ^ ^ 

MiN. You can. Well, notwithstanding the pains whtd 
you have taken to forget me. do you love me still, Tellheiin? 

MaJ. T. Madam, that question- 

MiN. You have promised to answer Yes, or Ni 

Maj. T. And added. If 1 can. 

MiN. You can. You must know whal passes 
So you love me nil), Tellheim? Yea, or Noi 

Maj. T. If my heart— 

MiN. Yes, or No? 

Maj. T. Well, Yes ! 

MiN. Yes? 

Maj. T. Yes, yes ! Yet— 

MiN, Patience 1 You love 
Into what a mood have we fallen 1 

choly, infectious mood 1 1 assume my own again. Now, mj 
dear unfortunate, you love me still, and have your Minna 
Still, and are unhappy? Hear what a conceited, foolish thing 
your Minna was — is. She allowed—allows herself, to 
imagine that she makes your whole happiness. Declare all 
your misery at once. She would like to try how far she dS 
outweigh it, — Well ? 

Maj. T. Madam, I am not accustomed to complain. 

MiN. Very well. 1 know nothing in a soldier, after tx>ast- 
ing, that pleases me less than complaining. But there is a 
certain cold, careless way of speaking of bravery and mis- 
fortune — 

Maj. T. Which at the bottom is still boasting and 
complaining. 

/ MiN. You disputant ! You should not have called your- 
self unhappy at ail then. You should have told the whole, or 
kept quiet. Reason and necessity commanded you to forget 
me? I am a great stickler for reason; I have a great respect 
for necessity. But let me hear how reasonable this reason, 
and how necessary this necessity may be. 

Maj. T. Listen then, Madam. You call me Tellheim : the 
name is correct. But suppose I am not that Tellheim whom 
you knew at home; the prosperous man, full of just pre- 
tensions, with a thirst for glory: the master of all his facul- 
ties, both of body and mind; before whom the lists of honour 
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prosperity stood open : who. if he was not then worthy o 
your heart and your hand, dared to hope that he might dail; 
become more nearly so. This Tellheim I am now, as little 
as I am my own father. They both have been. Now I am 
Tellheim the discharged, the suspected, the cripple, the beg- 
gar. To the former, Madam, you promised your hand; do 
you wish to keep your word? 

MiN. That sounds very tragic . . . Yet, Major Tellheim, 
Until I find the former one again — I am quite foolish about 
the Tellheims — the latter will have (0 help me in my dilemma. 
Your hand, dear beggar! (taking his hand), 

Maj. T. (holding his hat before his face with the Other 
hand, and lunting away from her). This is too much I . . . 
What am I? . . . Let me go, Madam, Your kindness tor- 
tures me ! Let me go. 

MiN. What is the matter? Where would you go? 

Maj. T. From you ! 

MiN, From me (drawing his hand to her hturt) ? 
Dreamer ! 

Maj. T. Despair will lay me dead at your feet. 

MiN. From me? 

Maj. T. From you. Never, never to see you agaitL 
Or at least determined, fully determined, never to be 
guilty of a mean action; never to cause you to commit 
an imprudent one. Let me go, Minna I 

(Tears himself away, and Exit.) 

Mim. {catling after him). Let you go, Minna? Minoa, let 
you go f Tellheim ! Tellheim t 

ACT III 

Scrm I.— The Parlour. Just (tvith o Utitr in his hand) 

JOST. Must I come again into this cursed house ! A note 
from my master to her ladyship that would be his sister. I 
hope nothing will come of this, or else there will be no end 
to letter carrjing. I should like to be rid of it; but yet I 
don't wish to go into the room. The women ask so many 
questions, and I hate answering — Ah I the door opens. Just 
wlui I wanted, the waiting puas 1 



SC«HE 11. FrAKZISKA AMD JuST 

Fran, (callitig through Ike door by v:kich she has futt 
entered). Fear not; I will watch. Sec! (observing JoST) 
I have met with something immediately. But nothing ts to 
be done with that brute. _ 

Just. Your servant I 

Fjian. I should not like such a servant. 

Just, Well, well, pardon the expression ! There is a note 
from my master to your mistress — her ladyship — his sister, 

Fban, Give it rael (Snatches it from his hand.) 

Just. You will be so good, my master begs, as to deliver it. 
Afterwards you will be so good, my master begs, as not to 
think I ask for anything! 

Fban. Well? 

Just, My master understands how to manage the affair. 
He knows that the way to the young lady is through her 
maid, methinks. The maid will therefore be so good, my 
master begs, as to let him know whether he may not have the 
pleasure of speaking with the maid for a quarter of an hour. 

Fran. With me? 

Just, Pardon me, if I do not give you your right title. 
Yes, with you. Only for one quarter of an hour; but alone, 
quite alone, in private tete-a-tete. He has something very 
particular to say to you, 

Fran, Very well I I have also much to say to him. He 
may come; I shall be at his service. 

Just, But when can he come? Wlien is it most convenient 
for you, young woman? In the evening? 

Fran. What do you mean? Your master can come whea^ 
he pleases: and now be off. 

Just, Most willingly I (Going.) 

Fran. I say ! one word more ! Where are the rest of ti 
Major's servants? 

Just. The rest? Here, there, and everywhere. 

Fran. Where is William? 

Just. The valel? He has let him go for a trip. 

Fean. Oh! and Philip, where is he? 

Just, The huntsman ? Master has found him a good p 
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a ride. 



Fran, Because he docs not hunt i 
Martin? 

Just. The coachman? He i 

Fban. And Fritz ? 

Just. The footman? He is promoted. 

Fran. Where were you then, when the Major was quar- 
tered in Thuringia witli us that winter? You were not with' 
him, I suppose! ' 

Just. Oh ! yes, I was groom; but I was in the hospital, 

Fran. Groom ! and now you are — 

Just. All in al! ; valet and huntsman, footman and groom. 

Fran. Well, 1 never ! To turn away so many good, excel- 
lent servants, and to keep the very worst of ail! I should 
like to know what your master finds in you I 

Just. Perhaps he finds that I am an honest fellow. 

Fran. Oh! one is precious little if one is nothing more 
than honest. William was another sort of a man ! So your 
master has let him go for a trip! 

JusT. Yes, he . , . let him — because he could not prevent 
hira. 

Fran. How so? 

Just. Oh ! William vrill do well on his travels. He took 
master's wardrobe with him. 

Fran. Whatl he did not run away with it? 

Just. I cannot say that exactly; but when we left Niim- 
berg, he did not follow us with iL 

FSAN. Oh! the rascal! 

Just. He was the right sort I he could curl hair and shave 
— Tind chatter — and flirt — couldn't he? 

Fran. At any rate, I would not have turned away the 
huntsman, had I been in the Major's place. If he did not 
want him any longer as huntsman, he was still a useful 
fellow. Where has he found him a place? 

Just. With the Commandant of Spandau. 

Fran. The fortress! There cannot be much bunting 
within the walls either. 

Just, Oh 1 Philip does not hunt there. 

Fran, What does he do, then? 

Just. He rides — on the treadmill, 

Fran. The treadmill ] 




Just. But only for three years. He made a bit of a 
amongst master's company, to get six men ihrougb 
outposts. 

Fran. I am astonished ; the knave I 

Just. Ah! he was a useful fellow; a huntsman who knew 
all the foot-paths and by-ways for fifty miles romid, through 
forests and bogs. And he could shoot ! 

Fran. It is lucky the Major has still got the honMt 
coachman. 

Just. Has he got him still? 

Fran. I thought you said Martin was off on a ride: ol 
course he will come backl 

Just, Do you think so? 

Fran. Well, where has he ridden to? 

Just. It is now going on for ten weeks since he rode mas- 
ter's last and only horse — to water. 

Fran. And has not he come back yet? Oh I the rascal I 

Just, The water may have washed the honest coachnuD 
away. Oh ! he was a famous coachman I He had driven 
ten years in Vienna. My master will never get such another 
again. When the horses were in full gallop, he only had to 
aay " Wo I " and there they stood, like a walL Moreover, he 
was a finished horse-doctor ! 

Fran. I begin now to be anxious about the footman's 
promotion. 

Just. No, no; there is no occasion for that. Hebasbecome 
a drummer in a garrison regiment, 

Fran. I thought as much I 

Just. Frit? chummed up with a scamp, never can 
at night, made debts everywhere in master's name, and a 
thousand rascally tricks. In short, the Major saw that 
he was determined to rise in the world {pantomimicaUy 
imitating the act of hanging), so be put him in the right 
road. 

Fran. Oh ! the stupid ! 

Just. Yet a perfect footman, there is no doubt of that. In 
rtmning, my master could not catch him on his best horse if 
he gave him fifty paces; but on the other hand, Fritz could 
give the gallows a thousand paces, and, I bet my life, he 
would overhaul it. Tbey were all great friends of yours, eb. 
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young woman? . , , William and Philip, Martin and Fritz!' 
Now, Just wishes you good-day, (Exit.) 

III. — Fbahiisea, and afleraianti Iht Lanploui 

' Fran, (looking after him seriously). I deserve the hiti 
Thank you. Just. I undervahied honesty. I will not forget 
the lesson. Ahl our unfortunate Majorl (Turns round to 
enter her mistress's room, when the Landlord comes.) 

Land. Wait a bit, my pretty maid. 

Fran. I have not time now, Mr. Landlord. 

Land. Only half a moment! No further tidings of the 
Major? That surely could not possibly be his leave-taking I 

Fran. What could not? 

Land. Has not your ladyship told you? When I left you, 
my pretty maid, below in the kitchen, I returned accidentally 

Fran. Accidentally — with a view to listen a little. 

Land. What, girl! how can you suspect me of that? 
There is nothing so bad in a landlord as curiosity. I had not 
been here long, when suddenly her ladyship's door burst 
open: the Major dashed out; the lady after him; both in 
such a state of excitement; with looks — in attitudes — that 
must be seen to be understood. She seiied hold of him; 
he tore himself away; she seized him again — " Tellheim," 
"Let me go. Madam." '"Where?" Thus he drew her as 
far as the staircase. I was really afraid he would drag her 
down; but he got away. The lady remained on the top step; 
looked after him; called after him; wrung her hands. Sud- 
denly she turned round; ran to the window; from the window 
to the staircase again; from the staircase into the room, 
backwards and forwards. There I stood; she passed me 
three times without seeing me. At length it seemed as if she 
saw me; but heaven defend us! I believe the lady took me for 
you. "Franziska." she cried, with her eyes fixed upon m^ 
" am I happy now? " Then she looked straight up to the ceil- 
ing, and said again — "Am I happy now?" Then she wiped 
the tears from her eyes, and smiled, and asked me again— 
"Franziska, am I happy now?" I really felt. I know not 
bow. Then she ran to the door of her room, and turned 
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round again towards me, saying — "Come, FrancUka, i 
do you pity now?" and wilh (hat she went in. 

Fran, Oil ! Mr. Landlord, you dreamt that. 

Land. Dreamt! No, my pretty maid; one does not dream 

so minutely. Yes, what would not I give—! am not curiousj 

but what would not I give — to have the key to it! 

Fran. The key? Of our door? Mr. Landlord, thai ] 
inside; we took it in at night; we are timid. 

Land. Not that sort of key; I mean, my dear girl, the 
— the explanation, as it were; the precise connexion of all 
that I have seen. 

Fhan. Indeed! Well, good-bye, Mr. Landlord. Shall we 
have dinner soon? "fl 

Land. My dear girl, not to forget what I came to say— ^| 

Fran, Well ? In as few words as possible. ^M 

Land. Her ladyship has my ring stilL I call it mine — ^ 

Fran. You shall not lose it 

Land. I have no fear on that account: I merely put you 
in mind. Do you see, I do not wish to have it again at all. 
I can guess pretty well how she knew the ring, and why it 
was so like her own. It is best in her hands. I do not want 
it any more ; and I can put them down — the himdred pistoles 
which I advanced for it, to the lady's bill. Will uol that da, • 
my pretty maid? 



ScENB IV. — Futn. Weknev, Landlobd, Fkaniisea 

Weh. There he is ! 

Fran. A hundred pistoles? I thought it was only eighl; 

Land, True, only ninety, only ninety, I will do so, ; 
pretty maid, I will do so. 

Fran. All that will come right, Mr. Landlord. 

Wer. [coming from behind, and tapping Franziska on li 
shoulder). Little woman— Little woman. 

Fran, (frightened). Oh! dear! 

Wer. Don't be alarmed! I sec you are pretty, and a 
stranger, too. And strangers who are pretty must be warned. 
Little woman ! little woman ! I advise you to beware of that 
fellow! {pointing to the Landlord). 

Land. Ah] What an unexpected pleasure I Herr Wer- 
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ner 1 Welcome, welcome ! Yes. you are just the same jovial, 
jokiog, honest Werner! So you are to beware of me. my 
pretty maid Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Wer. Keep out of his way everywhere! 

Land. My way? Am I such a dangerous man? Ha! ha I 
ha ! Hear him, my pretty maid ! A good joke, isn't it? 

Wer. People like him always call it a joke, if one tells them 
the truth. 

Land. The truth. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Better and belter, my 
pretty maid, isn't it? He knows how to joke! I dangerous? 
1? Twenty years ago there might have been something in it. 
Yes, yes, my pretty maid, then I was a dangerous man: many 
a one knew it ; but now — 

Wkb. Oh ! the old fool 1 

Land. There it is! When we get old, danger is at an, 
end ! It will be so with you too. Herr Werner ! 

Wex. You utter old fool ! Little woman, you will give 
me credit for enough common sense not to speak of danger. 
from him. That one devil has left him, hut seven others 
have entered into him. 

Land. Oh! hear him! How cleverly he can turn things 
about. Joke upon joke, and always something new I Ahl. 
he is an excellent man, Paul Werner is. (To Franziska, iu 
if whispering.) A well-to-do man, and a bachelor still. He 
has a nice little freehold three miles from here. He made 
prize-money in the war, and was a sergeant to the Major, 
Yes, he is a real friend of the Major's; he is a friend who 
would give his life for him. 

Web. Yes; and that is a friend of the Major's — that U a 
friend . . . whose life the Major ought to take {pointing to 
the LANDLX)aD). 

Land. How! What! No, Herr Werner, that is not a 
good joke. I no friend to the Major ! I don't understand 
that joke. 

Wer. Just has told me pretty things. 

Land. Just! Ah! I thought Just was speaking through 
you. Just is a nasty, ill-natured man. But here on the spot 
stands a pretty maid — she can speak, she can say if I am no 
friend of the Major's — if I have not done him good service. 
And why should not I be his friend? Is not he a deserving 
Vol. se— 11 
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man ? It is true, he has hsd the misfortune to t« dischargsd^ 
but what of that? The king cannot be acquainled with i 
deserving officers; and if he knew them, he could not r 
them all. 

Web. Heaven put those words into your month. 
Just . . . certainly there is nothing remarkable about Just, 
but still Just is no har; and if that what he has lold me be 
true — 

Lakd. I don't want to hear anything about JusL As I 
said, this pretty maid here can speak, {lyhisfering to hf.) 
You know, my dear ; the ring I Tell Herr Werner about iu 
Then he will learn belter what I ana. And (hat it may not 
appear as if she only said what I wish, I will not even be 
present. I will go ; hut you shall tell me after, Herr Werner, 
you shall lell me, whether Just is not a foul slanderer. 
iExil.) 
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Wbr. Little woman, do you know my Major? 

Fran. Major von TeUheim? Yes, indeed, I do know t 
good man, 

Wek Is he not a good man? Do you like him? 

FkAK. From the bottom of my heart. 

Wek. Indeed 1 I tell you what, little woman, you i 
twice as pretty now as you were before. But what are t 
services, which the landlord says be has rendered 
Major ? 

Fran. That is what 1 don't know; unless he wished to 
take credit to himself for tiie good result which fortunately 
has arisen from his knavish conduct. 

Wkr. Then what Just told me is true? (Towards the 
sidt where the Landlord nient off.) A lucky thing for 
you that you are gone ! He did realJy turn him out 
of his room? — To treat such a man so. because the donkey 
fancied that be had no more money I The Major ao 
money I 

FaAN. What I has the Major any money? 

Wer. By tlic load. He doesn't know how much he has. 
He doesn't know who is in his debt. I am his debtor, and 
hare brought him some old arrears. Look, littie woman. 
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In this purse (dnm-ing H out of one pockel) are a hundred 
louis d'ors; and in this packet {draining it out of another 
pocket) a hundred ducats. Ail his money! 

Fran. Really 1 Why then does the Major pawn his 
things? He pledged a ring', you know — 

Web, Pledged ! Don't you believe it. Perhaps he wanted 
to get rid of the rubbish, 

Fkan. It is no rubbish; it is a very valuable ring; which, 
moreover, I suspect, he received from a loving hand. 

Weh, That will be the reason. From a loving hand! 
Yes, yes; such a thing often puts one in mind of what one 
does not wish to remember, and therefore one gets rid of it. 

Fran. What! 

Wer. Odd things happen to the soldier in winter quar- 
ters. He has nothing to do then, so he amuses himself, 
and to pass the time he makes acquaintances, which he only 
tnicnds for the winter, but which the good soul with whom 
he makes them, looks upon for life. Then, presto 1 a ring is 
suddenly conjured on to his finger; he hardly knows him- 
self how it gets there; and very often he would willingly 
give the finger with it, if he could only get free from it 
again. 

Fran. Oh I and do you think this has happened to the 
Major? 

Wkr. Undoubtedly. Especially in Saxony, If he had 
had ten fingers on each hand, he might have had all twenty 
full of rings. 

Fran, {aside). That sounds important, and deserves to 
be inquired into. Mr. Freeholder, or Mr, Sergeant — 

Wer. Little woman, if it makes no difference to you, I 
Skc " Mr. Sergeant " best. 

Fran. Well, Mr. Sergeant, I have a note from the Major 
to my mistress. I will just carry tt in, and be here again 
in a moment Will you be so good as to wait? I should 
like very much to have a little talk with you, 

Wer. Are yon fond of talking, little woman? Weil, with 
an my heart. Go quickly. I am fond of talking too: I 
will wait, 

Fban. Yes, please wait. (Erit.) 
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not he be ashamed too? Look yc, Major; if I was to say 
that your conduct lias not vexed me, I should tell another 
lie, and I won't He any more. 

Maj. T. Do not be annoyed, Wemcr. I know your heart, 
and your affection for me. But I do not require your 
money. 

We». Not require it I Rather sell, rather pawn, and gtt 
talked about! 

Maj. T. Oh ] people may know that I have nothing more. 
One must not wish to appear richer than one is. 

Web. But why poorer? A man lias something as long 
as his friend has. 

Maj. T. It is not proper thai I should be your 
debtor. 

Wer, Not proper 1 On that summer day which the suo 
and tlie enemy made hct for us, when your groom, who bad 
your canteen, was not to be found, and you came to me and 
said — ^"Werner, have you nothing to drink?" and I gave 
you my flask, you took it and drank, did you not? Was 
that proper? Upon my life, a mouthful of dirty water at 
that time was often worth more than such filth (taking Ihe 
Purse also out of kis pocket, and holding out both to him). 
Take them, dear Major I Fancy it is water. God has made 
this, too, for all. 

Maj. T. You torment me ; don't you hear, I will not be, 
your debtor. 

Wer. At first it was not proper; now, you will not Ahl 
that is a different thing. (Rather angrily.) You will not 
be my debtor? But suppose you are already. Major? Or, 
are you not a debtor to the man who once warded off the 
blow that was meant to split your head; and, at anoilier 
time, knocked off the arm which was just going to pull and 
send a ball through your breast? How can you become a 
greater debtor to that man? Or, is my nt ;k of less conse- 
quence than my money? If that is a noble way of thinking, 
by my sou! it is a very silly one too. 

Maj. T. To whom do you say that, Werner? We are 
alone and therefore I may speak; if a third person heard 
us, it might sound like boasting. I acknowledge with pleas- 
UK, that i have to thank you for twice saving my life. Do 
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you not think, friend, that if an opportunity occurred I ' 
would have done as much for you, eh ? 

Wke. If an opportunity occurred! Who doubts i^ 
Major? Have I not seen you risk your life a htmdred timet 
for the lowest soldier, when he was in danger? 

Maj. T. Well! 

Wer. But— 

Maj. T. Why cannot you understand me? I say, it Is 
not proper that 1 should be your debtor; 1 will not be 
your debtor. That is, not in the circumstances in whicfa 
I now am. 

WtR. Oh 1 so you would wait till better times. You will 
borrow money from me another time, when you do not want 
any: when you have some yourself, and I perhaps none, 

Maj. T. a man ought not to borrow, when he has not the 
means of repaying. 

Wer. a man like yourself cannot always be in want 

Maj. T. You know the world , , , Least of all should 
a man borrow from one who wants his money himself. 

Wer. Oh! yes; I am such a one! Pray, what do I want 
it for? When they want a sergeant, they give him enough 
to live on. 

Maj. T. You want it, to become something more than 
t sergeant — to be able to get forward in that path in which 
even the most deserving, without money, may remain 
khind. 

Wer. To become something more than a sergeant t I d« 
not think of that. I am a good sergeant; I might easily 
make a bad captain, and certainly a worse general. 

Maj, T. Do not force me to think ill of you, Wemerl 
I was very sorry to hear what Just has told mc. You have 
sold your farm, and wifh to rove about again. Do not let 
me suppose that you do not love the profession of arms 
so much as the wild dissolute way of living which is unfor- 
tunately connected with it. A man should be a soldier for 
his own country, or from love of the cause for which he 
fights. To serve without any purpose — to-day here, to-mor- 
row there — is only travelling about like a butcher's appren- 
tice, nothing more. 

WsB. Well, then. Major, I will do as you say. You know 
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Maj. T. An answer I 

FiiAN. No, your own let 

Maj. T. What! She will not read itt 

FsAN. She would have liked, bm — we can't read writi 
well. 

Maj. T. You are joking! 

Fran. And we ihink that writing was not invented for 
those who can converse with their lips whenever they 
please. 

Maj. T. What an excuse! She must read it. It 
tains my justification — all the grounds and reasons — 

Fran. My mistress wishes to hear them all from 
yourself, not to read them, 

Maj. T. Hear them from me myself! That every 
every word of hers, may embarrass me; that I may f«d 
every glance the greatness 

Fran. Without any pity! TaVe it. (Giving him his 
Utter.) She expects you at three o'clock. She wishes to 
drive out and see the town ; you must accompany her. 

Maj. T. Accompany her ! 

Fran. And what will you give me to let you drive 
by yourselves? I shall remain at home. 

Maj. T. By ourselves! 

Fkan. In a nice close carriage. 

Maj. T, Impossible ! 

FiuvN. Yes, yes, in the carriage, Major. Yon will bv 
to luhmit quietly; you cannot escape there! And that is 
the reason. In short, you will come. Major, and punctnally 
at three. . . . Well, you wanted to speak to me loo aloae. 
What have you to say to roe? Oh ! we are not alone. 
{Looking at Wcsner.) 

Maj. T. Y'es, Franziska; as good as a1on& But as 
mistreSiS has not read my letter, I have nothing now to 
to you. 

Fram. As good as alone • Then you have no secrets fi 
the Sergeant? 

M*j. T. No, none. 

FsAM. And vet I think you should have some from 

Maj. T. Why so? 

Wek. How so, little 
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ecrels of a certain kind. ... All 
(Holding up both her hands, with 
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I 



Fkan. Particularly f 
twenty, Mr. Sergeant! 
open angel's.) 

Wer. Hist! hist! girl. 

Maj, T. What is the meaning of that? 

Fkan, Presto 1 conjured on to his finger, Mr. Sergeant 
(dj if she was pulling a ring on her fingers). 

Maj, T. What arc you talking about? 

Wes. Little woman, little woman, don't you understand a 
joke? 

Maj. T. Werner, you have not forgotten, I hope, what 
I have often told you; that one should not jeat beyond a 
certain point with a young woman ! 

Wer, Upon my hfe I may have forgotten itl XJttle 
woman, I beg — 

Fran. Well, if it was a joke, I will forgive you this oncc- 

Maj. T. Well, if 1 must come, Franriska, just see that 
your mistress reads my letter beforehand? That will spare 
me the pain of thinking again — of talking again, of things 
which I would willingly forget. There, give it to her! 
(He turns the letter in gii-ing it to her, and sees that it ha$ 
been opened.) But do I sec aright? Why it has been 
opened. 

Fran. That may be. (Looks at it.) True, it is open. 
Who can have opened tl ? But really we have not read it. 
Major; really not. And we do not wish to read it, because 
the writer is coming himself. Come; and I tell you what. 
Major ! don't come as you are now — in boots, and with 
such a head. You arc excusable, you do not expect us. 
Come in shoes, and have your hair fresh dressed. You look 
too soldierlike, too Prussian for me as you are. 

Maj. T. Thank you. Franziska. 

FiiAK. You look as if you had been bivouacking last 

Maj. T. You may have guessed right. 

Fran. We are going to dress, directly too, and then have 
dinner. We would willingly ask you to dinner, but your 
presence might hinder our eating; and observe, we are not 
DO much in love that we have lost our appetites, 

Maj. T. I will go. Fr^are bcr somewhat, Franziska, 
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brforrhand, that I may not become contemptible ii 

:iiid in tny own. Come, Werner, you shall dine with m«. 

WtK, At the tabic d'hote here in the house? I could a 
cnl a bit there. 

M^j. T. With me, in my rooin. 

Wim. I will follow you directly. One word first with tl 
lilile woman. 

Maj. T. 1 have no objection to that (Exit.) 

SOXI XI.— PAOL WnNEB. Fbaniiska 

Fran. Well. Mr. Sergeant! 

Ww. Little woman, if I come again, shall I too come 
smartened up a bit? 

Fkan, Come as you please: my eyes will find no fault 
with you. But tny ears will have to be so much the more 
on Uieir fuard. Twenty fingers, all full of rings. Ah ! 
ahl Mr. Sergeant I 

Wbk. No, little woman; that is just what I wished to 
say to yutL 1 only rattled on a little. There is nothing in 
it One ring is quite enough for a man. Hundreds and 
bnndreds of limes 1 have heard the Major say — " He must 
be a rascally soldier, who can mislead a young girl." So 
think I too. little woman. You may tnist to that I I must 
he quick and folkiw him. A good appetite to you. (Esit.') 

fVan. The same to you! I really beliere, 1 like 
Btaat {Goimg ui> jAc werts Mixna comm g omL) 

Sacn XIL— Utsnik, Fusxtsxi^ 

Mix. lias the Major gone alreadr, FraozniQi? I \ 
I sbouk) ha\-e been sv&aaafy composed agaia dov te 
detained him bere. 

Fsan. And I wiB make jmi stia mere cof wed. 

Mm. So Biadi dtc better! His letter! ohi I 
bcb fine spoke tbe Ixnaandile ooble aaa. Ex 
to ftoceyt ny hsfttl oedana nts loee foe nc 
be notked tbtt we had read his lener. I don't maa^t. 
a be does hat cone. Bat are yoa sarc he wiB omc? 
Tberc oaly secat Kt aw to he a Nttk wo nxk fcideBkii 
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conduct For not to be willing to be indebted for his g»»i 
fortune, even to the woman he loves, is pride, unpardonable 
pride I If he shows me too much of this, Franziska — 
A Fran. You will discard him ! 

MiN. See there ! Eki you begin to pity him again alreadyl 1 
No, silly girl, a man is never discarded for a single fault, i 
No; but I have thought of a trick — to pay him off a little | 
for this pride, with pride of the same kind. 

Fean. Indeed, you must be very composed, my lady, if I 
you are thinking of tricks again. 

Mix. I am so; come. You will have a part to play io I 
my plot, (Exeunt.) 

ACT IV 



(They haz'e ;W* riseit from a table, which a servant is 
clearing.) 

Fhan. You cannot possibly have eaten enough, ray lady. 

MiN. Don't you think so, Franziska? Perhaps I had 
no appetite when I sat down. 

Fran. We had agreed not to mention him during dinner. 
We ahould have resolved likewise, not to think of him. 

MiN, Indeed, I have thought of nothing but him. 

Fran. So I perceived. I began to speak of a hundred 
different things, and you made wrong answers to each. 
(Another servant brings coffee.) Here comes a beverage 
more suited to fancies — sweet, melancholy coffee. 

Mm. Fancies! I have none. I am only thinking of the 
lesson I will give him, Did you understand my plan, 
Franziska ? 

Fhan. Oh! yes; but it would be better if he spared 
the putting it in execution. 

*MiN. You will see that I know him thoroughly. He who 
refuses me now with all my wealth, will contend for me 
against the whole world, as soon as he hears that I am 
unfortunate and friendless. 

Fran, (seriously). That most tickle the most refined ] 
■^e If -love. 
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Mis. You moralist! First you convict me of vanl^— 
now of self-love. Let me do as I please, Franziska. 
too, shall do as you please with your Sergeant. 

Fran. With my Sergeant? 

MiN. Yes. If you deny it altogether, then it is true. 
have not seen him yet : but from all you have said respect- I 
ing him, I foretell your husband for you. 
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Ric (before he enters). Est-il pcrmis. Monsieur le 
Major ? 

Fhan. Who is that? Any one for us? (going to the ' 
dear). I 

RiC Parbleu I I am wrong. Mais non — I am not wrong, i 
C'est la chambre — 

Fran. Without doubt, my lady, this gentlanan expects 1 
to find Major von Teliheim here still. 

Ric. Oui, dat is it! Le Major de Tellhcim; juste, raa ' 
belle enfant, c'est lui que je chcrchc. Ou cst-il? 

Fran, He does not lodge here any longer. 

Rlc. Comment? D;rc is four-and- twenty hour ago be 
did lodge here, and not lodge here any more ? Where lodge 

MiN. (going up to him). Sir — 

Ric. Ah I Madame, Mademoiselle, pardon, lady. 

MiN, Sir, your mistake is quite excusable, and your aston- 
ishment very natural. Major von Teliheim has had the 
kindness to give up his apartments to me, as a stranger, 
who was not able to get them elsewhere. 

RiC. Ah ! voila de scs politesses I Cest un tr^s-galant \ 
homme que ce Major 1 

MiN. Where has he gone now? — truly I am ashamed 
that I do not know. 

Ric. Madame not know? C'est domniage; j'en suis 
fachc, 

MiN. I certainly ought to have inquired. Of course his . 
friends will seek him here. 

RiC I am vary great his friend, Madame. 
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Mm. Fnnziska, do you not know? 

Fran. No, my lady. 

Ric, Ir is vary neccssaire dat I speak him. I come and 
bring him a nouveilc, of which he will be vary much at ease. 

MiN, I regret it so much the more. But I hope to a« 
him perhaps shortly. If it is a matter of indifference from 
whom he hears this good news, I would offer, sir — 

Ric. I comprehend. Mademoiselle parle franqais? Maifl 
sans doute; telle que jc la vois! La demande etait bien 
impolie; vous me pardonnerei. Mademoiselle. 

MiN. Sir — 

Ric. No! You not speak French, Madame? 

MiN, Sir, in France I would endeavour to do so; but why 
here? I perceive Iliat you understand me, sir; and I, sir, 
^all doubtless understan-.I yott ; speak as you please. 

Ric, Good, good! I can also explain me in your langue. 
Sachez done. Mademoiselle, you must know, Madame, dat 
I come from de table of dc ministre. ministre de, ministre 
de . . . What is le ministre out dere, in de long street, on 
de broad place? 

MiN. I am a perfect stranger here, 
r Ric. Si, le miiiiitre of de war departemcnt. Dere I have 
eat my dinner; I ordinary dine dere, and de conversation 
did fall on Major Tellheim; et le ministre m'a dit en con- 
fidence, cnr Son Excellence est de mes amis, ct i1 n'y a 
point de mysteres enlre nous; Son Excellence, I say, has 
trust to me, dat I'affaire from our Major is on de point to 
end, and to end good. He has made a rapport to de king, 
and dc king has resolved et tout a fait en faveur du Major. 
" Monsieur," m'a dit Son Excellence, " vous comprenez bien, 
tjue tout depend de la manicre, dont on fait envisager les 
choses au roi, et vous me connaissez. Cela fait un tres-joli 
gar<;on que cc Tellheim, et ne sais-jc pas que vous I'aimei? 
Les amis de mes amis sont aussi les miens. II coiite un peu 
cher au Roi ce Tellheim. mais est-ce que Ton sert Ics rois 
pour rien? II faut s'entr'aidcr en ce monde; et quand il e'agit 
de pertes, que ce soit le Roi qui en fasse, et non pai tin 
honnete homme de nous auires, Voila le principe, dont je 
ne me depars jamais." But what say Madame to it? N'«t 
pas, dat is a &ne fellow I Ah I que Son Excellence a le cceur 




Nca plaejf He SHiirc ow aa restt, if de Major bM ibI 
n^ alrcadjr me lettrc de b. nun — a ro^ kner, ^t W-A^ 
iabiOJfalaBcirt taaal fac receire one. 

Mis. Certainly, ttr, this news win be moM w tlt o ai e ao 
Major ran TdlbcBB. I sboold like to be aitlt to taae Ac 
friend lo ban. wbo takes ftxfa aa imentt in his wdian. 

Ktc. Matlamr. ym wnh mf name? \'otts rovez en inaj 
— yoii M«, bdy, ia ine, Ic Cbcralier Riccaat de la Marlinieri^ 
Sejgnenr de PrSt-att-val, de la brxncfae de Prens iCor. Yoa 
mnain aitoaithed to bear me from so great, great a farailf. 
qai est vcritaUement du «aog royal. II fatit le dire ; je sois 
aan* dome Ic cadet te plus arentarcmc que la maison o'a 
jamais ea. I terre from my eleven year. Une affaire 
dtiotmeuT make me flee. Den I serve dc holy Papa of Rome, 
den de Republic St Marino, den de Poles, den de States 
General, till enfin I am brought here. Ah! Mademoiselle, 
que je votidrats n'avoir jamais vu ce pays-ci. Had one lefl 
Ric in de tcrvicc of dc States General, should I be now at 
least colonel. But here always to remain capitaine, and 
alto a discharged capitaine. 

MiK. Thai is ill luck. 

Ric. Oui, Mademoitelle, me voila refonnc, et par la ni» 
•ur le pave! 

Miw. I am very sorry for yoiL 

Ric Vous etes btcn bonne. Mademoiselle. . . . Ko, nerit 
have no reward here. Reformer a man. like me! A nun 
who also have ruin himself in dis service! I have lost in 
it so much as twenty thousand livres. What have 1 now? 
Tranchons Ic mot; je n'ai pas le sou, et me voila cxactement 
vis-A'vis (Ic rien. 

MiN. 1 am exceedingly sorry. 

Rtc. Vous ctes bten bonne, Mademoiselle. But as OW 
iay — misfortune never come alone! qu'un malheur ne vient 
jamaii seul: so it arrive with me. What ressource rests for 
an honnete hoinme of my extraction, but play ? Now, I al- 
ways played with luck, so long I not need her. Now I very 
much need her, je joue avec un guignon. Mademoiselle, qui 
surpasse loutc croyance. I'or fifteen days, not one is passed, 
dat 1 always am broke. Yesterday, I was broke dree times. 
Je sais bien, qu'il y avait quelque chose de plus que le jeu. 
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Car parmi mes pontes se trouvaient certaines dames. I will 
not speak more. One must be very galant to les dames. 
Dey have invite me again to-day, to give me revanche ; 
— vous m'entendez, Mademoiselle, — one must first have to 
live, before one can have to play. 

MiN. I hope, sir — 

RiC. Vous etes bien bonne, Mademoiselle. 

MiN. (Takes Franziska aside.) Franziska, I really feel 
for the mas. Would he take it ill, if I offer him some- 

Fran. He does not look to me like a man who would. 

MiN, Very well! Sir, I perceive that — you play, that you 
keep the bank; doubtless in places where something is 
to be won. I must also confess that I ... am very fond 
of play. 

Ric. Tant mieux. Mademoiselle, tanl micuxl Tous lea 
gens d'esprit aiment le jcu a la fureur. 

MiN. That I am very fond of winning: that I like to 
trust my money to a man, who — knows how to play. Are 
you inclined, sir, to let me join you? To let me have a 
share in your bank? 

RiC Comment, Mademoiselle, vous voulez etre de moiti£ 
avec moi ? De tout mon cceur. 

MiN. At first, only with a trifle, (Opens her desk 
takes out some money.) 

Ric. Ahl Mademoiselle, que vous etes charmantel 

MiN. Here is what 1 won a short time back; only ten 
pistoles. I am ashamed, so little — 

RiC Donncz toujours, Mademoiselle, donncz. (Taket it.) 

MiN. Without doubt, your bank, sir, is very considerable* 

Ric. Oh! yes, vary considerable. Ten pistoles! You 
shall have. Madame, an interest in my bank for one third, 
pour le tiers. Yes, one third part it shall be — something 
more. With a beautiful lady one must not be too exac. 
I rejoice myself, to make by that a liaison with Madame, 
et de ce moment je recommence i bien augurer de ma 
fortune. 

MiN. But I cannot be present, sir. when you play. 

Ric, For why it necessairc dat you be present? We other 
players are honourable people between us. 
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MiN. If we are fortunite, sir, you will of course brin 
me my share. If we are unfortunate — 

Ric I come to bring recruits, n'est pas, Madame? 
MiN. In time recruits might fail. Manage our r 

Ric, What docs Madame think mef A simpleton, 
stupid devil? 

Mix. I beg your pardon, 

Ric. Je suis des bons, Mademoigellc. Savez vous ce que J 
ce!a veut dire? I am of the quite practised — 

MiN. But still, sir, — 

Ric. Je sais monier un couj^— 

MiN. (amaced). Could you? 

Ric Je file la carte avec une adress& 

MiN. Never! 

Ric Je fais sauter la coupe avec une dextfiriti 

MiN. You surely would not. sir! — 

RlC What not. Madanic; what not? Donncz inoi tin Jl 
pigeonneau 4 plumer, et — 

MiN. Play false! Cheat! 

RiC. Comment, Mademoiselle? Vous appelez cela 
cheat? Corriger la fortune, I'enchainer sous ses doigts. 
etre siir de son fait, dat you call cheat? Cheat] Oh I 
what a poor tongue is your tongue 1 what an awkward 
tongue ! 

MiN. No, sir, if you think so — 

Ric. Laissez-nioi faire, Mademoicelle, and be tranquiUel 
What matter to you how I play 1 Enough ! to-m 
Madame, you see me again or witli hiindretl piitol, or you J 
see no more. Votre tres-hutnble, Mademoiselle, votre tri»-'| 
humble. {Exit quickly.) 

MiN. (looking after him with mtl<t»ishmeHl and dtspltaf \ 
ure). I hop« the latter, sir. 



SCES-E III.— MlM 
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Fran, (angrily). What can I say? Ohl how grandt 
how grand 1 

MiN, Laugh at me; I deserve it. (After reHecling, mOn 
calmly.) No, do not laugh; I do not deserve it. 
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Fran. Excellent! You have done i charming act — set 
a knave upon his tegs again. 

MiN. It was intended for an unfortunate man. 

Fran. And what is the best part of it, the fellow con- 
siders you like himself. Oh I I must follow him, and take 
the money from him. {Going.) 

MiN. I'ran7.iska, do not let the coffee get quite cold; 
pour it out. 

Fran, He must return it to you ; you have thought better 
o£ it; you will not play in partnership with him. Ten pis- 
toles! You heard, my lady, that he was a beggar! (Minna 
fours out the coffee herself.) Who would give such a sum 
to a beggar? And to endeavour, into the bargain, to save 
him the humiliation of having begged for it ! The charitable 
woman who, out of generosity, mistakes the beggar, is in 
return mistaken by the beggar. It serves you right, my 
lady, if he considers your gift as — I know not what. 
(Minna hands a cup of cofffe to Fbanziska.) Do job 
wish to make my blood boil still more? I do not want any. 
(Minna puts it down again.) " Parbleu, Madame, merit 
have no reward here " {imitaltng the Fnrncliman). I think 
not, when such rogues are allowed to walk about unhanged. 

Mm. (coldly and slowly, while sifping her coffee). Girl, 
you understand good men very well : but when will you 
learn to bear with the bad? And yet they are also men; 
and frequently not so bad as they seem. One should look 
for their good side. I fancy this Frenchman is nothing 
worse than vain. Through mere vanity he gives himself 
out as a false player; he does not wish to appear under an 
obligation to one; he wishes to save himself the thanks. 
Perhaps he may now go, pay his small debts, live quietly 
and frugally on the rest as far as it will go, and think no 
more of play. If that be so, Franziska, let him come for 
recruits whenever he pleases. {Gives her cup lo Fran- 
zisKA.) There, put it down! But, tell me, should not Tell- 
hcim be here by this time? 
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Fran. No, my lady, I can neither find c 



Mtn. Surely he 
Fkan. He ought to i 



r the good side in a bad man. 



t the bad side 
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here lo-day. It was accident tlut broo^ nx here with- 
oai him, a ixj sooner 

Haj. T. Couai TOD BructiMlI Hai lie returned? 

Mm. The troubles of the w»r drove him into Italy: 
peace bas brought him ba^k again. Da not be mtcmry, 
TeUhcim; if we formerly feared on his part the greaiest 
obttacle to our union — 

Ma;. T. To out union! 

MiK. He is now your friend. He has beard loo much 
food of you from too many people, not to become so. He 
\otigi to become perionilly acquainted with the man whom 
hia heiress has chosen. He comes as unde, as guardian, as 
father, to (ivc m« to you. 

MaJ. T. Ah ! dear lady, why did you not read my letter? 
Why would you not read it ? 

liis. Your letter! Oh! yes, I remember you sent dm 
one. What did you do with thai letter, Franzi^ka? Did 
we, or did we not read it? What was it you wrote to me, 
dear Tellheim? 

Maj. T. Nothing but what honour commands me. 

MiM. That i&. not to desert an honourable woman who 
loves yon. Certainty that is what honour commands. In- 
deed. I ought to have read your letter. But what 1 have 
not read, I shall hear, shall not I ? 

Maj. T. Yes, you shall hear it. 

MiN, No, I need not even hear it. It speaks for itself. 
At if you could be guilty of such an unworthy act, as not 
to take me ! Do you know that I should be pointed at for 
the rest of my life? My countrywomen would talk about 
me, and say, " Thai is she, that is the Fraulein von Bam- 
hclm, who fancied that because she was rich she could 
marry the noble Tellheim; as if such men wore (o be caufht 
with money." That is what they would say, for they 
are all envious of me. That I am rich, they cannot deny; 
but they do not wish to acknowledge that I am also a 
tolerably good girl, who would prove herself worthy of 
her husband. Is thai not so. Tellheim? 

Maj, T. Yes, yes, Madam, that is like your country- 
Women. They will envy yon exceedingly a discharged 
officer, with suilied honour, a cripple, and a beggai. 
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MiN. And are you all that? If I mistahe not, ; 
me something of the kind this forenoon. Therein is good 
and evil mixed. Let us examine each charge more closely. 
You are discharged ? So you say. I thought your regiment 
was only drafted into another. How did it happen that a 
man of your merit was not retained? 

Maj. T. It has happened, as it mu&t happen. The great 
ones are convinced that a soldier does very Httlc throu^ 
regard for them, not much more from a sense of duty, but 
everything for his own advantage. What then can they 
think they owe him? Peace has made a gre^t many, like 
myself, superfluous to them; and at last we shall all be 
superfluous. 

MiN. You talk as a man must talk, to whom in return 
the great are quite superfluous. And never were they more 
so than now. I return my best thanks to the greal ones 
that they have given up their claims to a man whom I 
would very unwillingly have shared with them, I am your 
sovereign, Tellheim ; you want no other master. To find 
you discharged, is a piece of good fortune I dared scarcely 
dream of I But you arc not only discharged ; you are more. 
And what are you more? A cripple, you say ! Well! (look- 
ing at him from head to foot), the cripple is tolerably whole 
and upright — appears still to be pretty well, and strong; 
Dear Tellheim, if you expect to go begging on the strengtJl 
of your limbs, I prophesy that you will be relieved at 
few doors; except at the door of a good-natured {^i 
like myself, 

Maj. T. I only hear the joking girl now, dew 
Minna. 

MiN. And I only hear the "dear Minna" in your chiding, 
I will not joke any longer; for I recollect that after all you 
are something of a cripple. You are wounded by a shot 
in the right arm ; but, all things considered, I do not find 
much fault with that. I am so much the more secure fi 
your blows. 

Maj. T. Madam t 

Mm. You would say. "You arc so much the less secur« 
from mine." Well, well, dear Tellheim, I hope you will 
not drive me to tbaL 



t- 

i 



3M 



LESSING 



I 



Maj. T. Yoa lat^b. Madam. I only lameat that I cao> 
not \iagb with you. 

MiM, Why not? What have you to say agaiusl laughing? 
• Cannot one be very serious cren whilst laughing? I>ear 
>. 'Major, Iai}£ht«E keeps us more rational than vexation. 
The proof is before as. Your laughing friend - j a dg e a of 
your circumstances more correctly than you do yourself. 
Because you are discharged, you say your honour is sullied; 
because you are wounded in the arm, you cali yourself 
a cripple. Is that right? Is that no exaggeration? And 
is it my doing that all exaggerations are so open to ridi- 
cule? I dare say, if I examine your beggary that it will 
also be as little able to stand the test. You may have !ost 
your equipage once, twice, or thrice ; your deposits in the 
hands of this or that banker may have disappeared to- 
gether with (hose of other people; you may have no hope 
of seeing this or that money again which you may have 
advanced in the service; but are you a b^gar on that 
account? If nothing else remained to you but what my 
uncle is bringing for you — 

Maj. T. Your uncle, Madam, will bring nothing for me. 

MiK. Nothing but the two thousand pistoles which you so 
generously advanced to our govemmenL 

Maj. T. If you had but read my letter, Madam 1 

MiN. Well. 1 did read it But what 1 read in it, 0& 
this point, is a perfect riddle. It is impossible that any 
one should wish to turn a noble action into a crime;. But 
explain to mc. dear Major. 

Maj. T. You remember. Madam, that I had orders to 
collect the contribution for the war most strictly in cash 
in all the districts in your neighbourhood. I wished to forego 
this severity, and advanced the money that was deficient 
myself. 

MiK. I remember it well. I loved you for that deed 
before I had seen you. 

Maj. T. The government gave me their bill, and I 
wished, at the signing of the peace, to have the 
tered amongst the debts to be repaid by them. The bill 
was acknowledged as good, but my ownership of the same 
was disputed. People looked incrfidulous, when I dedai 
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had myself advanced the amount in cash. It was 
idered as bribery, as a douceur from the government, 
because I at once agreed to take the smalles' sum with 
which I could have been satisfied in a case of the greatest 
exigency. Thus the bill went from my possession, and 
if it be paid, will certainly not be paid to me. Hence, 
Madam, I consider roy honour to be suspected I not on ac- 
count of my discharge, which, if I had not received, I 
should have applied for. You look serious. Madam ! Why 
do you not laugh? Hal ha! ha! I am laughing. 

MiN. Ohl stifle that laugh,TeIlheim, I implore you! It 
is the terrible laugh of misanthropy. No, you are not the 
man to repent of a good deed, because it may have had 
a bad result for yourself. Nor can these consequences pos- 
sibly be of long duration. The truth must come to light. 
The testimony of my uncle, of our government — 

Maj. T. Of vour uncle! Of your govermnent! Hal 
ha ! ha I 

Mtv. That laugh will kill me, Tellheim. If you be- 
lieve in virtue and Providence. Tellheim, do not laugh sol 
I never heard a curse more terrible than that laugh I But, 
viewing the matter in the worst tight, if they are determined 
to mistake your character here, with us you will not be 
misunderstood. No. we cannot, we will not, misunderstand 
you, Tellheim. And if our government has the least senti- 
ment of honour, I know what it must do. But I am foolish ; 
what would that matter? Imagine, Tellheim, that you have 
lost the two thousand pistoles on some gay evening. The 
king was an luifortunate card for you: the queen (pointiMg 
to herself) will be so much the more favourable. Provi- 
dence, believe me, always indemnifies a man of honour — 
often even beforehand. The action which was to cost 
you two thousand pistoles, gained you me. Without that 
action, 1 never should have been desirous of making your 
acquaintance. You know I went uninvited to the first party 
where I thought I should meet you. I went entirely on 
your account. I went with a fixed determination to love 
you — I loved you already ! with the fijsed determination 
to make you mine, if I should find you as dark and ugly 
as the Moor of Venice. So dark and ugly you are not; 
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nor will you be so Jealous, But, Tdlheim, Tellhdm, yoiil 
are yet very like him ! Oh ! the unmanageable, stubborn 
man, who always keeps his eye fixed upon the phantom of 
honour, and becomes hardened against every other senti- 
ment 1 Your eyes this way I Upon me, me, Tellheira I 
{He remain! thoughtful and immovable, with his eyet fixed 
OH one spot.) Of what are you thinking? Do you not bear 

Maj. T. {absent). Oh, yes; but tell me. how came the 
Moor into the service of Venice? Had the Moor no 
country of his own? Why did he hire his arm and his 
blood to a foreign land? 

MiN. {alarmed). Of what are you thinking, Tellheim? 
It is time to break off. Come! {taking him by the hand). 
FranzTska, let the carriage be brought round. 

Maj. T. {disengaging his hand, and foUoTving Fran- 
ziska). No, Franziska; I cannot have the honour of ac- 
companying your mistress. Madam, let me still retain my 
senses iinimpaired for to-day, and g'ivc me leave to go. Yon 
are on the right way to deprive me of them, I resist it as 
much as I can. But hear, whilst I am still myself, what I 
have firmly determined, and from which nothing in th« 
world shall turn me. If I have not better luck in the game 
of life; if a complete change in my fortune does not take 
place; if — 

MiN. I must interrupt you. Major. We ought to have 
told him that at first. Franziska. — You remind me of noth- 
ing,— Our conversation would have taken quite a different 
turn, Tellheim, if I had commenced with the good news 
which the Chevalier de la Marlinicre brought just now. 

Maj. T. The Chevalier de la Marlinierc ! Who is he? 

Fran. He may be a very honest man, Major von Tell- 
heim, except that — 

MtH. Silence. Franziska! Also a discharged officer froBl 
the Dutch service, who— 

Maj. T. Ah! Lieutenant Riccaut! 

MiN. He assured us he was a friend of yours. 

Maj. T. I assure you that I am not his. 

MiN. And that some minister or other had told him. 
ia confidence, that your busioess was likely to have the 
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very best termination. A letter from the king must now 
be on its way to you. 

Maj. T. How' came Riccaut and a minister in com- 
pany? Somelhing ccnainly must have happened concern- 
ing my affair; for just now the paymaster of the forces 
told me that the king had set aside all the evidence offered 
against me, and thai I might take back my promise, which 
I had given in writing, not to depart from here until ac- 
quitted. But that will be all. They wish to give me an 
opportunity of getting away. But they are wrong. I shall 
not go. Sooner shall Hie utmost distress waste me away 
before the eyes of my calumniators, than — 

MiN. Obstinate man! 

Maj. T. I require no favour; I want justice. My 
honour— 

Mm. The honour of such a man — 

Maj. T. (v/armly). No, Madam, you may be able tS 
judge of any other subject, but not of this. Honour is 
not the voice of Conscience, not the evidence of a few 
honourable men — 

MiN, No, no. I know it well. Honour is . . . honour. 
r Maj. T. In short. Madam . . . You did not let me 
Rnish. — 1 was going tn say, if they keep from me so shame- 
fully what is my own; if my honour be not perfectly righted 
— I cannot, Madam, ever be yours, for I am not worthy, 
in the eyes of the world, of being yours. Minna von Barn- 
helm deserves an irreproachable husband. It is a worth- 
less love which does not scruple to expose its object to 
scorn. He is a worthless man, who is not ashamed to 
owe a woman all his good fortune; whose blind tender- 
ness — 

MiN. And is that really your feeling, Major? (ttirninff 
her back suddenly). Franiiskal 

Maj. T. Do not be angn.'. 

MiN. (asidf to Framziska). Now ii the time! What 
do you advise mc, Franriska? 

Fran. I advise nothing. But certainly he goes rather 
too far. 

Maj. T. (approaching to tHferruft tlicm). You are 
angry. Madam. 
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MiN. (ironically). I? Not in the least 

Maj. T. If 1 loved you less— 

MiN. (stiU in the same long). Oh! certainly, it would 
be i. misfortune for me. And hear. Major, I also will not 
be the cause of your unhappiness. One should lovs with 
perfect di si nte retted ness. It is as well that I have not 
been more open ! Perhaps your pity might have granted to 
me what your love rafu»es, {Drawng tkt ring sievly from 
her finger. ) 

Maj. T. What does this mean. Madam ? 

Mjn. No, neither of us must make the othtr either 
more or lesi happy. True love demands it. I believe you. 
Major; and you have too much honour to mistake love. 

Maj. T. Are you jesting. Madam? 

HiH. Here! take hack the ring with which you plight«d 
your troth to me. (Gives him the ring.) Let it be sol 
We will suppose we have never met 

Maj. T. What do 1 hear? 

MiN. Does it surprise you? Take it, sir. You snrdy 
have not been pretending only ! 

Maj. T. (takes the ring from her). Heavens! can Min- 
na speak thus? 

MiN. In one case you cannot be mine; in no case csn 
I be yours. Your misfortune is probable; mine is certain. 
Farewdl I (/* going.) 

Maj. T. Where are you going, deare«t Minna? 

MiN. Sir, you insult me now by that term of endearment 

Maj. T. What is the matter, Madam? Where are you 
going? 

MiN. Leave roc. I go to hide my tears from you, de- 
ceiver 1 (Esit.) 

SCEHZ VII. — MAJQk VOK TELLHUH, FlAHXtSKA 

Maj. T. Her tears? And I am to leave her. 
to feliov/ her.) 

Ft»k. (holding Win back). Surely not, Major, 
would not follow her into her own room I 

Maj. T. Her nuEfortune? Did skc not speiak of i 
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Fba», Yes, truly; the misfortune of losing you, after— 

Maj. T. After? After what? There is more in this, ■ 
What is it, Franziaka? Tell tne ! Speak 1 

Fran. After, I mean, she has made such sacrifices on your I 
account. 

Maj. T. Sacrifices for me ! 

FaAN. Well, listen. It is a good thing for you. Major, 
that you are freed from your engagemetil with her in this 
manner. — Why should I not tell you? It cannot remain a 
secret long. We have fled from home. Count von Bnichsal 
has disinherited my mistress, because she would not accept 
a husband of his choice. On that cverj- one deserted and 
slighted her. What could we do? We determined to seek 
him, whom — 

Maj. T. Enough I Come, and let me throw myself at 
her feet. 

Fr-m*. What are you thinking about! Rather go, and 
thank your good fortime. 

Maj. T. Pitiful creature! For what do you take mc? 
Vet no, my dear Frauziska, the advice did not come from 
your heart. Forgive my anger I 

Fkan. Do not detain me any longer. I must see what 
she is about How easily something might happen (o her. 
Go now, and come again, if you like. (Follows Minna.) 

SotHK Vin.— Majo» von Tku-reiu 

Maj. T. But, Franiiska! Oht I will wait your return 
here. — No. that is more torturing 1 — If she is in earnest, she 
will not refuse lo forgive me. — Now 1 want your aid, honest 
Werner I — ^No. Minna, I am no deceiver! (Rushes off.) 
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Maj. T. Ah I Werner I I have been looking for you 
Cf er y wh ere. Where have you been? 

Wbr. And I have been looking for you. Major; that is 
always the way. — I bring you good news. 




ICaj. T. I do not wmol vonr aem now: I want jraor 
aaoey. Quick, Werner, fire tne all yoa hare; xod tiiCB 
raise U nmcfa more u joo can- 

Wbb. Major! Now, npon mjr life, that is jtut iriiat I 
said—'' He will borrow maaey from me, wbea he hu ggt 
it himself to lend." 

Ma J. T. Yon sorely arc not seeking excuses 1 

WzK. Tlut I may hare nothing n> upbraid yoa wh]^ 
take it with jour right hand, and give it me again with 
jfoor left. 

Maj. T. Do not detata mc, Wenter. It is my intealiaB 
to repay you; but when and bow, God knows! 

Wel Then yon do not know yet that the treasury baa re- 
ceived an order to pa.j yon your money? I ju5t heard it at— 

Maj. T. What are yon talking about? What nonsense 
have yon let them palm off on you? Do you not sec 
that if it were tme 1 should be the Snt person to know 
it? In short, Werner, money ! money ! 

Wex. Ver^ w«U, with pleasure. Here is some I A hun- 
dred lonis d'ors there, and a hundred ducats there. {GivtM 
kim bolh.) 

Maj. T. Werner, go and give Just the hundred hmis 
d'ors. Let him redeem the ring again, on which he raised 
the money this morning. But whence will you get some 
more, Werner? I want a good deal more. 

Wel Leave that to me. The man who bought my f&rm 
lives in the town. The date for payment is a fortnight 
hence, certainly; but the money is ready, and by a re- 
duction of one half per cent — 

Maj, T. Very well, my dear Werner! Yon see tiiat I 
have had recourse to you alone — 1 must also confide all tp 
you. The young lady you have seen is in distress 

Weh. That is bad »" 

Maj. T. But to-morrow she shall be my wife. 

Woi. That is good! 

Maj. T. And the day after, 1 leave this place with her, 
I can go; I will go. I would sooner throw over every- 
thing herel Who knows where some good luck may be 
in store for me/ If you will, Werner, come with us. Wc 
will serve again. 
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Wen. Really? But where there is war. Major! 

Maj. T. To be sure. Go, Werner, we will speak 
again. 

Wer- Ohl my dear Major? The day after to-morrow I 
Why not lo-morrow? I will get everything ready. In 
Persia, Major, there is a famous war; what do you say? 

Maj. T. We will think of iL Only go. Werner t 

Wek. Hurrah] "Long live Prince Heradiuil (£jrtf.) 



Scene II. — Uajok vom Tcu-heiic 

TJaj. T. How do I feel! ... My whole soul ha» 
acquired a new impulse. My own unhappincss bowed me 
to the ground; made me fretful, short-sighted, shy, careless: 
her unhappiness raises me. I see clearly again, and feel 
myself ready and capable of undertaking anything for her 
sake. Why do I tarry? (Is going towards Minna's room, 
when Fbahziska comes mt of it.) 
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Fkam. Is it you? I thought I heard your voice. What 
do you want, Major? 

Maj. T. What do I want? What is she doing? Comel 

Fhan. She is just going out for a drive. 

Maj. T. And alone? Without me? Where to? 

Fran. Have you forgotten. Major? 

Maj. T. How silly you are. Franziskat I irritated her, 
and jhe was angry. I will beg her pardon, and she will 
forgive me. 

Fram, What I After you have taken the ring back. 
Major ! 

•^Maj. T. Ahl I did thai in my confusion. I had for- 
gotten about the ring. Where did I put it? (Starches for 
it.) Here it is. 

Fh.^n. Is that it? (Aside, as he ^ts it again in his pocket.) 
If he would only look at it closer! 

Maj. T, She pressed it upon oic so bitterly. But I 
have forgotten that, A full heart cannot weigh words. 
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She will sot for one moment refuse to take it agaiB. 
hare I not hers? 

Fban. She is now waiting for it in return. Where is 1 
Major? Show it to mc, do! 

Uaj. T. (embarrassed). I have . . . forgotten to j 
it on. Just — Just will bring it directly. 

Fran. They arc something alike, I suppose; let me 1m 
at that one. I am very fond of such things. 

Maj, T. Another time, Franziska. Come now. 

Fkan. {aside). He is determined not to be drawn out:| 
of his mistake. 

Maj. T. What do yoa say? Mistake I 

FsAN. It is a mistake, I say, if you think my mistress i 
Still a good match. Her own fortune is far from consider- 
aWe; by a few calculations in their own favour her guard- 
ians may reduce it to nothing. She expected everything 
from her uncle; but this cruel uncle — 

Maj. T. Let him go I Am I not man enough to make it I 
all good to her again I 

Fran. Do you hear? She is ringing; I must go in again. 

Maj. T. I will accompany you. 

Fran. For heaven's sake, no ! She forbade me expressly 
to speak with you. Come in at any rate a little time after 
me. {Goes m.) ^ 



SctME IV.— Majok V 






Uaj. T. (calling after her). Announce me1 Speak for 
me, Franziska! I shall follow you directly. What shall I 
say to her? Yet where the heart can speak, no preparation 
is necessary. There is one thing only which may need a 
studied turn . . . this reserve, this scrupulousness of throw- 
ing herself, unfortunate as she is, into my arms; this 
anxiety to make a false show of stilt possessing that happi- 
ness which she has lost through me. How she is to excul- 
pate herself to herself — for by me it is already forgiven — 
for this distrust in my honour, in her own worth ... Ahl 
here she comes. 
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SCBKi V<— UiHNA, Fbakeiska, Majoe von Tl 

MiN. (speaking as she comes out. as if not aware of the 
Major's presence). The carriage is at the door, Franziaka, 
is it not? My fan ! 

Maj, T. (advancing to her). Where arc you going, 
Madam? 

MiN. (u'lM forced coldness), I am going out, Major. I 
guess why you have given yourself the trouble of coining 
back: to return me my ring. — Very well, Major von Tell- 
heim, have the goodness to give it to Kranziska. — Fraoziska, 
take the ring from Major von Tellheioil — I have no time 
to lose. (Is going.) 

Maj. T. (stepping before her). Madam! Ahl what 
have I heard? I was unworthy of such love. 

MiN. So, Franiiska, you have — 

Fran. Told him all. 

Maj. T. Do not be angry with me, Madam, I am no 
deceiver. You have, on my account, lost much in the eyes 
of the world, but not in mine. In my eyes you have gained 
beyond measure by this loss. It was too sudden. You 
feared it might make an unfavourable impression on me; 
at first you wished to hide it from me. I do not complain 
of this mistrust. It arose from the desire to retain my 
affection. That desire is my pride. You found me in dis- 
tress; and you did not wish to add distress to distress. 
You could not divine how far your distress would raise 
me above any thoughts of my own. 

MiN. That is all very well, Major, but it is now over. 
I have released you from your engagement; you have, by 
taking back the ring — 

Maj. T. Consented to nothina;! On the contrary, I now 
consider myself bound more finnly than ever. You are 
mine. Minna, mine for ever. (Takes off the ring.) Here, 
take it for the second time — the pledge of my fidelity. 

MiN. I take that ring again I That ring? 

Maj. T. Yes, dearest Minna, yes. 

Bis. What are you asking me? that ring? 

Maj. T. You received it for the first time from my han^ 
when our positions were similar and the circumstances pro- 
TaL Sft— 12 BO 
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(»tiou3. They are no longer propitious, but are again simi- 
lar. Equality is always tite strongest tie of love. Peiuiil 
roe, dearest Minna I (Seisej her hand to put on the ring.) 

Mi». What! by force, Major | No, there is no power in 
the world which shall compel me to take back that ringi 
Do you think that 1 am in jivant of a ring? Oh t you may 
see (pointing to her ring) that I have another here whidl 
is in no way inferior to yours, 

Fram. (aside). Well, if he does not see it nowl 

Maj. T. (letting fall her hand). What is this? I see 
Fraulein von Barnhelm, but I do not hear her. — You are 
pretending. — Pardon me, that I use your own words. 

MiN. {in her natural tone). Did those words offend you. 
Major ? 

Maj. T. They grieved me much, 

MiN. (affected). They were not meant to do that, Tell- 
heim. Forgive me, Tellheim. 

Maj. T, Ah ! that friendly tone tells me you are yoMstli 
again, Minna: that you still love roe, 

Fkan. (exclaims). The joke would soon have gone a 
little too far. 

Mi!4, (in a commanding tone). Fruuiska, you will not 
interfere in our affairs, I beg. 

FaAN. (aside, itt a surprised tone). Not enough yet I 

MiN. Yes, sir, it would only be womanish vanity in me 
to pretend to be cold and scomfuL No I Never! You de- 
serve to iind me as sincere as yourself. I do love you itill, 
Tellheim, I love you still; but notwithstanding — 

Maj. T. No more, dearest Minna, no more I (Seiset her 
hand again, to put on the ring.) 

MiN. (draxfing back her hand). Notwithstanding, so 
much the more am I determined that that shall never be, 
—never! — Of what are you thinking. Major? — 1 thought 
your own distress was sufficient. You must reroain here; 
you must obtain by obstinacy — no better phrase occurs to 
me at the moment — the most perfect satisfaction, obtain it 
by obstinacy. . . . And that even though the utmost dis- 
tress should waste you away before the eyes of your ca- 
lumniators — 

Maj, T. So I thought, bo I sfid, when 1 knew not whwt 
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thought or said. Chagrin and stifling rage had enveloped 
my whole soul; love itself, in the full blaze of happiness, 
could not illumine it. But it has sent its daughter, Pity, 
familiar with gloomy misfortune, and she has dis- 
pelled the cloud, and opened again all the avenues of mj 
sou! to sensations of tenderness. The impulse of self-preser- 
vation awakes, when 1 have something more precious than 
myself to support, and to support through my own exer- 
Do not let the word " pity " offend you. From the 
innocent cause of our distress we may hear the term without 
.lUmiltation. I am this cause; through me, Minna, have you 
lost friends and relations, fortune and country. Through me, 
me, must you find them all again, or I shall have the de- 
struction of the most lovely of her sex upon my soul. Let 
mc not think of a future in which I must detest myself. — 
No, nothing shall detain me here longer. From this mo- 
ment I will oppose nothing but contempt to the injustice 
which I suffer. Is this country the world? Does the sun 
rise here alone f Where can I not go? In what service 
shall I be refused? And should I be obliged to seek it in 
distant clime, only follow me with confidence, dear- 
est Minna — we shall want for nothing. I have a friend who 

ill assist me with pleasure. 



SC£NE VI. — Ah ORDEILy, Majoi 



W TbLLKEIW. MlMNA, 



FsAit, (seeing the Obderlv). Hist, Majorl 

Maj. T, ((o the Orderly). Who do you want? 

Ord. 1 am looking for Major von Tellheim. Ah t you ] 
are the Major. I see. I have to give you this letter from 
His Majesty the King (taking one out of his bag). 

Maj. T. To me? 

Ord. According to the direction. 

MiN. Franziska, do you hear? The Chevalier spoke the 
truth after all. 

Obd. (whilst Tellheim lakes the letter). I beg your 
pardon. Major; you should properly have had it yesterday, 
but I could not find you out 1 learnt your address this 
morning only from Lieutenant Riccaut, on parade. 




lady?— That is ibe CbmEer's 
me of de mimstre oat der«, ca 



FkAM. Do jroci hear, 
minuter " WhM is d 
dc broad place? " 

ilAj. T. I am extrenidy obliged to yon for jxjot 

Obd. It is my daty. Major. (Exit.) 



ScB» VIL— 1C4JM VOK TiUBEiii. Mimxx, Fkumxu 

Uaj. T. Abl Himu. what is this? What does this 
contain ? 

MiN. I am not entitled to extend mjr curiosit)- so far. 

Maj, T. W'hat * Yon would still separate n»y iatc from 
yours? — Bat why do I hesitate to open ii? It cannot make 
me more unhappy than I am: no, dearest Minna, it cannot 
make us more unhappy — but perhaps more happy! Permit 
me. (WhiU he opens and reads Ibe letter, the Lahoukd 
comet stealthUy on the stage.) I 

SCIXE VIII. LlkKDLOBD, ikt rtti OS h*foTt ^ 

Land, (fo Franziska). Hist I my pretty maidi Awordl 

Fban. {to the Landlord). Mr. Landlord, wc do not yet 
know ourselves what is in the letter. 

Land. Who wants to know about the letter! I come 
about the ring. The lady roust give it to me again, directly. 
Just is there, and wants to redeem it. 

Mm. {who in the meantime has approached the Lano- , 
loiD). Tell Just that it is already redeemed; and tell t' 
by whom— by me. 

Land. But — 

MtN. I take it upon n^rsell Gol (Erit Landlobd.)! 



SOEHS IX. — M*JO» V 



r Telxheiu, Minxa, Frakkisk* 
Up with the 



Fran. And now, my lady, make : 
Major. 

MiN. Oh! kind intercessor! As if the difficulties i 
not soon explain themselves. 

Maj, T. (after reading the Idler, tjiih muck emotion.) 
Ah! nor has be herein belied himself! Ohl Minna, what 
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justicel what demcncyl This is more than I expected; 
more than I deserve ! — My fortune, my honour, all is re- 
established! — Do I dream? (Looking at ike letter, as if to 
coHMBce himself.) No. no delusion bom of my own 
desires! Read it yourself, Minna; read it yourself I 

MiN, I would not presume, Major. 

Maj. T. Presume! The letter is to me; to your Tell- 
heim, Minna. It contains — what your uncle cannot take 
from you. You must read it ! Do read it. 

MiN. If it affords you pleasure, Major. (Takes the teller 
and reads.) 

" My dear Major von Tellheim, 

" I hereby inform you, that the business which 
caused me some anxiety on account of your honour, has 
been cleared up in your favour. My brother had a 
detailed knowledge of it, and his testimony has more than 
proved your innocence. The Treasury has received orders 
to deliver again to you the bill in question, and to reim- 
burse the Sum advanced. 1 have also ordered that all claims 
which the Paymaster's Office brings forward against your 
accounts be nuUi&ed. Please to inform me whether your 
health will allow of your taking active service again. I 
can ill spare a man of your courage and sentiments. I am 
your gracious King," &c. 

Maj. T. Now, what do you say to that, Minna? 

MiN. (folding up and returning the Utter). I? Nothing, 

Maj. T. Nothing? 

MiN. Stay — yes. That your king, who is a great man, 
can also be a good man. — But what is that to me ! He is 
not my king. 

Maj. T, And do you say nothing more? Nothing about 
ourselves? 

MiN. You are going to serve again. From Major, you 
will become Lieu ten ant -Co lone I, perhaps Colonel. I con- 
gratulate you with all my heart. 

Maj. T, And you do not know me better? No, since 
fortune restores me sufficient to satisfy the wishes of a 
reasonable man, it shall depend upon my Minna alone, 
whether for the future I shall belong to any one else but 
her. To her service alone my whole life shall be devoted I 
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Tbc serviM of the ;reat is daagerous, and does, not rtpay 
the trouble, the restraint, the humiliation which it costs. 
Minna is not amongst those vain people who loVc nothing 
in their busbaDds beyond their titles and poiitions. Sh« 
will love me for nn-self; and for her sake I will forget the 
whole world. I became a soldier from party feeling — I do 
not myself know on what political principles — and from 
the whim thai it is good for every honourable man to try 
the profession of arms for a time, to make himself familiar 
with danger, and to learn coolness and determination. 
Extreme necessity alone could have compelled me to make 
this trial a fixed mode of life, this temporary occupation a 
profession. But now that nothing compels me, my whole 
and sole ambition is to be a peaceful and a contented man. 
This with you, dearest Minna, I shall infallibly become; 
this in your society I shall unchangeably remain. Let the 
holy bond unite us to-morrow ; and then we will look round 
us, and in the whole wide habitable world seek out the most 
peaceful, the brightest, most smiling nook which wants but 
a happy couple to be a Paradise. There we will dwell; 
there shall each day. . . . What is the matter, Minna? 
(Minna lurm away uneasily, and endeavours to hide her 
emotion.) 

MiN. {regaining her composure). It is cruel of you, 
Tellheim, to paint such happiness to me, when I am forced 
to renounce it. My loss — 

Maj. T. Your loss! Why name your loss? All that 
Minna could lose is not Minna. You are still the sweetest, 
dearest, loveUest, best creature under the sun; all good- 
ness and generosity, innocence and bliss 1 Now and then 
a little petulant; at times somewhat wilful — so much the 
better! So much the better! Minna would otherwise be 
an angel, whom I should honour with trepidation, but not 
dare to love. (Takes her hand to kiss it.) 

MiN. (drawing away her hand). Not so, sir. Why this 
sudden change? Is this flattering impetuous lover, the cold 
Tellheim ! — Could his returning good fortune alone create 
this ardour in him? He will permit me during his pas- 
sionate excitement to retain the power of reflection for us 
both. When he could himself reflect, I heard him say — "it 
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is a worthless love which does not scruple to expose its 
to scorn." — True; and I aspire to as pure and noble 
as he himself. Now. when honour calls him, when a 
great monarch solicits his services, shall 1 consent that he 
shall give himself up to love-sick dreams with me? that 
the illustrious warrior shall degenerate into a toying swain P 
No, Major, follow the call of your higher destiny. 

Maj. T. Well! if the busy world has greater charms 
for you, Minna, let us remain in the busy world I How 
mean, how poor ia this busy world ; you now only know its 
gilded surface. Yet certainly, Minna, you will. . . . But 
let it be so! until then? Your charms shall not want 
admirers, nor will my happiness lack envicrs. 

MiN. No, Tellheim, I do not mean that I I send you 
back into the busy world, on the road of honour, without 
wishing to accompany you. Tellheim will there require an 
irreproachable wife! A fugitive Saxon girl who has thrown 
herself upon him — 

Maj. T. (slarling up, and looking fiercely about hitn). 
Who dare say that I Ah! Minna, I feel afraid of myself, 
when I imagine that any one but yourself could have 
spoken so. My anger against him would know no bounds. 

MiN, Exactly! That is just what I fear. You would 
not endure one word of calumny against me, and yet you 
would have to put up with ihe very bitterest every day. 
In short, Tellheim, hear what I have firmly determined, and 
from which nothing in the world shall turn me — 

Maj. T. Before you proceed, I implore you, Minna, re- 
Hect for one moment, that you are about to pronounce s 
sentence of life or death upon me! 

MiN. Without a moment's reflection! ... As certainly 
as r have given you back the ring with which you formerly 
pledged your troth to me, as certainly as you have taken 
back that same ring, so certainly shall the unfortunate 
Minna never be the wife of the fortunate Tellheim! 

Maj. T. And herewith you pronounce my sentence. 

MiN. Ff^iial^JY is \\\f iMily giirp hfitiH nf InvB The happy 

Minna only wished to live for the happy Tellheim. Even 
Idinna in misfortune would have allowed herself to be per- 
«U3ded either to iocrease or to assuage the misfortune of 
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ber frieod through herself. ... He must have seea. before 
the atrivzl of thai letter, which has again destroyed all 
equality between us, that in appearance oaly I refused. 

JIaj. T. Is that true? I thank you, Minna, that yoa 
have not yet pronounced the sentence. You wiU only many 
TeUheiai when unfortunate? You may have him. (Coolly.) 
I perceive now that il would be indecorous in me to accept 
tbh Urdy justice; that it will be better if I do not seek 
again that of which I have been deprived by such shameful 
RupicioT). Yes; I will suppose that I have not received the 
letter. Behold my only answer lo it! (About to tear it up.) 

Mis. {stopping him). What are you going to do, Tell- 
bcim? 

Maj. T. Obtain your hand. 

MiN. Stop! 

Maj, T. Madam, it is torn without fail if you do not! 
quickly recall your words. — Then we will see what els 
you may have lo object to in ine. 

MiK. Whatl In such a tone? Shall I. must 1. thi 
become contemptible in my own eyes? Never! She 
worthiest creature, who is not ashamed lo owe her whole 
happiness lo the blind tenderness of a man I 

Maj. T. False! utterly false! 

MiN. Can you venture to find fault with your own words 
when coming from my lips? 

MaJ, T. Sophistry 1 Does the weaker sex dishonour itself 
by every action which does not become the stronger? Or can 
a man do everything which is proper in a woman ? Which is 
appointed by nature to be the support of the other? 

MiN. Be not alarmed, Tellheim! ... I shall not be quite 
unprotected, if I must decline the honour of your protection. 
1 Hhall still have as much as is absolutely necessary. I have 
announced my arrival to our ambassador. I am to 
to-day. I hope lie will assist me. Time is flying. Permit 
me, Major — 

Maj. T. I will accompany you, Madam. 

MiN. No. Major; leave uic. 

Maj. T. Sooner shall your shadow desert you! ComA 
Madam, where you will, to whom you will everywhere, to 
friends and straugcrs, will I repeat in your presence — repeat 



n 



I 



MIKNA VON BARNHELH 

a hundred times each day — ^wh=; a bond binds you to me, 
and with what cruel caprice you wish to break it— 



SCINE X^jD! 



^ btjOT 



JosT. {Impetuously'). Majorl Major! 

Maj. T. Well! 

Just. Here (juick ! quick 1 

Maj. T. Why ? Come to me. Speak, what is the matter? 

Just. What do you think? {Whispers to htm.) 

MiN. {aside to Franziska). Do you notice anything 
Franz iska ? 

Fran. Oh I you merciless creature! I have stood here on 
thorns ? 

Maj. T. (to Just). What do you say? . . . That is not 
possible! . . , You? {Looking fiercely at Minn.v) Speak 
it out : tell it to her face. Listen, Madam. 

Just. The Landlord says, that Fraulein von Barnhelm has 
taken the ring which I pledged to him; she recognised it as 
her own, and would not return it. 

Maj. T. Is that true, Madam? No, thai cannot be true! 

Min. {smiling). And why not,Tellheim? Why can it not 
be true? 

Maj, T. (vehemently). Then it is true ! . . . What terrible 
light suddenly breaks in upon me ! . . . Now I know you— 
false, faithless one I 

Mis. (alarmed). Who, who is faithless? 

Maj. T. You, whom I will never more name I 

Min. Tellheiml 

Maj. T. Forget ray name . . . You came here with thft 

intention of breaking with me ... It Is evident I . , , Oh, 

that chance should thus delight to assist the faithless! It 

your ring into your possession. Your craftiness 

contrived to get my own back into mine ! 

Min. Tcllheim, what visions are you conjuring up I Be 
calm, and listen to me. 

Fsan. (aside). Now she will catch itl 




i 




Wn. Ben I a liraif. Ibjor! 

Uaj. T. («»a»M l il M « f m Urn). ino»MBf<>a7 

Wbl 1 hzvc bra>cw more noniy! A 

Uaj. T. I do Bot «m ibnl 

WoL Aad to-iBorrow. Ibjor, ;«■ eaa hn« 19 b 

Uaj. T. Keep yoariBtm^l 

Wn. It fa yogr aoa^. Sfajor ... I do aot 
ate wham joa ires|Makir^ la I 

Ma;. T. Tkfce h twaj I I —y. 

Wn, What H the matto- widi yoH?-^ am W( 

Ma7. T. All Koodnot b fiatoalttioa; all ~ ' 

Wn. If thai meant for idc? 

Ma J. T. A> jroB please * 

Wn Wtajr I have oafy t^ejtS y 

Ma;. T. Obey ooce more, aad be off ! 

Wn. Major (veTtS). I an a ntan— 

Ma;. T. So much the better I 

Wn. Who can alw be an^ry. 

Haj. T. Anger is the best thntg we possess. 

Wn. I beu you. Major. 

Ma;. T, How often nnist I tell you? I do not 
iBoneyl 

Wn. (in a rage). Then take it. who mill {Thnmt 
purse on Ike ground, and goes to the side'). 

MiK. {lo Fkanzisxa). Aht Franztslca, I ought to have 
followed your advice. I have carried the jest too far. — Still, 
when be bears me . . . (going to kim). 

PbaM. {without aniwering MiNMA, gott »p 10 WESXn), 
Mr. Sergeant — 

Wn. (pettishly). Go along I 

FiAK. Ah I whai men these are. 

Mil*. Tdlheim! Tellheim! (Tbulheim, ^ting his fingen 
with rage. Ivms away his face, tvithoul listening.) No, this 
is too bad . . . Only listen I . . . You are mistaken t . . . 
A mere misunderstanding. Tellheim, nil) you not hear your 
Minna? Can you have such a puspicion? ... I break my 
engagement with you? I came here for that purpose? . . . 
Tellbeiml 
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FiKST Sot. Your ladyship, his excellency the Count! 

Second Seb. He ia coming, your ladyship! 

Fkah. {nmnittg to the window). It isl il is he I 

MiN. Is it? Now, Tellheitn, quick! 

Maj. T. {swidenly recovering hinuelf). ^nho.'who eamts^ 
Your iuicIq, Madam I this cruel uncle I . . . Let him 
jutt let him come 1 . . . Fear not I . . .He shall not hurt you 
even by a look. He shall have to deal with me . . . You 
do not indeed deserve it of me, 

MiN. Quick, Tellheim! one embrace and forget all. 

Maj. T. Ah | did I but know that you could regret — 

MiM. No, I can never regret having obtained a sight of 
your whole heart ! . . . Ah 1 what a man you arc ! . . . Em- 
brace your Minna, your happy Minna: and in nothing more 
happy than in the possession of you. {Embracing.) And 
row to meet him ! 

Maj. T. To meet whom? 

MiN. The best of your unknown friends. 

Maj. T. What! 

MiN, The Count, my uncle, my father, your father , . . 
My flight, his displeasure, my loss of property—do you not 
see that all is a fiction, credulous knight? 

Maj. T. Fiction ! But the ring? the ring? 

Min. Where is the ring that I gave back to you? 

Maj. T. You will take it again? Ah! now I am happy 
. . . Here, Minna {taking it from hU pocket). 

Mm. Look at it first ! Oh 1 how blind are those who will 
not see! . . . What ring is that? the one you gave me? or 
the one I gave to you ? Is it not the one which I did not 
like to leave in the landlord's possession? 

Maj, T. Heavens! what do I see! What do I hear I 

MiN. Shall 1 take it again now? Shall I? Give it to 
me! give it! (Takes it from kirn, nnd then puts it on his 
finger herself.) There, now all is right! 

Maj. T. Wticre am I? (Kissing her hand.) Oh! mali- 
cious angel, to torture me so \ 

MiN. As a proof, xaj dear husband, that you shall oercr 
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pisy me a trick without my playing yau one in return. . . 
Do you suppose that you did not torture me also? 

Maj. T. Oh you actresses! But I ought to have known 
yotL 

Fran. Not I, indeed; I am spoilt for acting. I trembled 
and shook, and was obliged to hold my lipg together with 
my hand. ~ 

MiN. Nor was mine an easy part. — But come now — 

Maj. T. I have not recovered myself yet. How happy.! 
yet how anxious, I feel. It is like awaking suddenly frc 
a. frightful dream. 

MtN. We are losing time ... I hear him coming n 



CoONT. (entering). She arrived in safety, I hope? 

MiN. (running to meet hint). Ah! my father! 

Count. Here I am, dear Minna (embracing her). 
what, girl (seeing Tellheim), only four-aud-twentj- houtaJ 
here, and friends — company already ! 

MiN. Guess who it is? 

Count. Not your Tellheim, surely ! 

MiN. Who else! — Come, Tellheim (introducing him). 

Count. Sir. we have never met: btit at the first glance I 
fancied I recognised you. I wished it might be Major von 
Tellheim. — Your hand, sir; you have my highest esteem; 
I ask for your friendship. My niece, my daughter loves 
you. 

MiN. You know that, my father t — And was my love blind? 

Count. No, Minna, your love was not blind; but yooT 
lover — is dumb. 

Maj. T. (throwing himself in the Codnt's arms). Let 
recover myself, ray father! 

Count. Right, my son. I see your heart can speak, though 
your lips cannot. I do not usually care for those who wear 
this uniform. But you are an honourable man, Tellheim; 
and one must love an honourable man. in whatever garb he 
may be. 

MiN. Ah ! did you but know all ! 
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CoDNT. Why should I not hear all ? — Which are my apart- i 
tuents, landlord? 

Land, Will your Excellency have ihe goodness to walk 1 
this way? 

Count. Come, Minna! Pray come. Major! (Exit with 
Ihe Landlord and servants.) 

MiN. Come, Teliheiml 

Maj, T. I will follow you in an instant, Minna. One j 
word first with this man {lurnitig to Werner), 

MiN. And a good word, mcthinks, it should be. Should 
it not, Franztska? {Exit.) 

ScBKB xrv.- 



Maj. T. (pointing to the purse which Werner had ikrovm , 
down). Here, Just, pick up the purse, and carry it home, i 
Go! (Just takes it up and goes.) 

Wek. (slH! standing, out of humour, in a comer, and aJh I 
sent till he hears the last words). Well, what now ? 

Maj. T. (im a friendly tone white going up to him). Wer- 
ner, when can I have the other two thousand pistoles? 

Wer. (in a good humour again instantly). To-morrow, 
Major, to-morrow. 

Maj. T, I do not need to become your debtor; hut I will 
be your banker. All you good-natured people ought to have 
guardians. You are in a manner spendthrifts, — I irritated 
you just now, Werner. 

Wer. Upon my life you did I But I ought not to have been 
such a dolt. Now I see it all clearly. I deserve a hundred 
lashes. You may give them to mc, if you will. Major. Only 
no more ill will, dear Major! 

Maj, T. Ill will! (shaking him by Ihe hand). Read in my 
eyes all that I cannot say to you — Ah ! let me see the man 
with a better wife and a more trusty friend than I shall have. 
— EhlFranziska? {Exil.) 
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roodt— Sudi I 



Fkak. (aside). Yes, indeed, he is more than ?oodt — Sudi 
3 man will never fall in my way again. — It must come out. 
(Approaching Werkea bashfully.) Mr. Sergeant! 

Wek. (tvifing his eyes). Weill 

Fean, Mr. Sergeant — 

Wer. What do jou want, little woman? 

Fban. Look at me, Mr. Sergeant. 

Wek. I can't yet ; there is something, I A'oa't know 1 
in my eyes. 

Fban. Now do loofc at me! 
' Wer. I am afraid I have looked at you too tnucb alrcai^, J 
little woman! — There, now I can see you. What then? 

Frak. Mr. Sergeant — don't you want a Mrs. Sergeant? 

Wer. Do you really mean it. little woman? 

Fran. Really I do' 

Wer. And would j-ou go with me to Persia even? 

Fran, WliereTer you please. 

Wer- You will ! Hullo, Major, no boasting t At any ratt 
I have got as good a wife, and as trusty a friend, as yotr — 
Give mc your hand, my little woman ! It's a match ! — In tea 
years' time yaa shall be a general's wife, or a widow I 



Oh Iht left are obtsrvcd the peahi of the Hueken. turrtmniat^ 
with clouit; to the right, and in Ike reviolc dittance. appt9 
the Glacieri. The Raiis des Vaches, and the linkHng of c "' 
belli, cimtiHut for lome time after th* riling of the eur 

Fisher boy (sings m his boat) 
Melody of the Rons Jcs Vaches 
The smilc-dimpled lake woo'd to bathe in its deep, 
A boy on its green shore had laid him to sleep; 
Then heard he a melody 

Floating along, 
Sweet as the notes 
Of an angel's song. 
And as thrilling with pleasure he wakes from his rest. 
The waters are rippling over his breast; 

And a voice from the deep cries, 

" With me thou must go, 
I charm the young shepherd, 
I lure him below." 

Herdsman (ok the mountains) 
Air.^yarialioH of the Ram des Vachti 
Farewell, ye green meadows, 

Farewell, sunny shore, 
The herdsman must leave you. 
The summer is o'er. 
We go to the hills, but you'll see us again. 

When the cuckoo calls, and the merry birds sing. 
When the flowers bloom afresh in glade and in glen, 

And the bnioks sparkle bright in the sunshine of Sprin^^ 
Farewell, ye green meadows. 

Farewell, sunny shore. 
The herdsman must leave you. 
The 



Chamois Hunter {appearing on the top of a cliff) 
Second Variation of the Runs des Vaches 
€)n the heights peals the thunder, and trembles the bridf^l 
The huntsman bounds on b/ the dizzying ridge 




^^^^^^ WILHELM TBLI. STl ^^M 

P^^t Undaunted he hies him ^^H 

r T O'er ice-covered wild, ^^^| 

Where leaf never budded, ^^M 

Nor Spring ever smiled; ^^^^| 

And beneath him an ocean of mist, where his eye ^^^| 

No longer the dwellings of man can espy; ^^^H 

Through the parting clouds only ^^^| 

The earth can be seen, ^^H 

Fai down 'ncath the vapour _ ^^H 

The meadows of green. ^^H 

[A change comes aver the landscape. A rumhling, ^^M 
cracking noise is heard among the mountaiHs. ^^^ 



[A change comes over Ihe landscape. A i 
icking noise is heard among the i 

Shadows of clouds sweep across Ihe scene. 
[RuODi, the fisherman, comes out of his collage. 

Werni, Ihe huntsman, desctnds from the rocks. 

KuoNi, the shepherd, enters, with a milkpail on 

his shoulders, followed by Scppi, Am assistant, 

RuoDi. Come, Jeiini, bustle, get the boat on shore. 
The grizzly Vale- King* comes, the Glaciers moan. 
The Mytenstein' is drawing on his hood. 
And from the Stormcleft chilly blows the wind; 
The storm will burst before we know what's what 

KuoNi. "Twill rain ere long; my sheep browse eagerly, 
And Watcher there is scraping up the earth. 

Wekni. The fish are leaping, and the water-hen 
Keeps diving up and down, A storm is brewing. 

KuoNi (to his boy). I 

Look, Seppi, if the beasts be all in sight 

Seppi. There goes brown Liesel, I can hear her betU. 

KuoNi. Then all are safe; she ever ranges farthest 

RuODi. You've a fine chime of bells there, master herds- 
man. 

Werni. And likely cattle, too. Are ihey your own? 

KuoNi. I'm not so rich. They are the noble lord's 

<Tbe Gcrmin ia, Thilvod. Ruler of Ihe Va1T»~<hr nirnr vrta 
figutalively to a (l»n»e grty mi« which Ih; somh wind swccpi inlQ Ihf 
Titlcyi from tbi monnliln topi. It Is well known u Ihe prMurioi oi 
(Cormy weittair. 

■ A (tnp rack, HMdog en tbe Dortb ef BotU. and nearly ofpoate 
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I cannot steer B^ainst both wind and wave. 

Baum. (claspino kim by the knees). God so help you a^ J 
now you pity me ! 

Webni. His life's at stake. Have pity on him, man 

KuoNi. He is a father: has a wife and children. 

[Repeated peats of thundtr. 1 

RuODi. What! and have I not, then, a life to lose, 
A wife and diild at home as well as he? 
See how the breakers foam, and toss, and whirl. 
And the lake eddies up from all its depths I 
Right gladly would I save the worthy man, 
But 'tis impossible, as you must see. 

Bauu. {still kneeling). Then must I full into the tyrmnt's 1 
hands, 
And with the shore of safety dose in sight! 
Yonder it lies* My eyes can see it clear. 
My very voice can echo to its shores. 
There is the boat to carry me across, 
Yet tnust 1 lie here helpless and forlorn. 

KuoHi. Look! who comes here? 

RuoDi. Tis Tell, ay, Tell, of Burjleo.* ] 

[EK(tT Tell tuitk a croab(tr. ' 

Tell. What man is he that here implores for aid? 

KuoNi. He is from Alzellen. and to guard his honour 
From touch of foulest shame, has slain the Wolfshot, 
The Imperial Seneschal, who dwelt at Rossberg. 
The Viceroj^a troopers are upon his heels ; 
He begs the ferryman to take him over, 
But frightened at the storm he says he won't. 

Ruom. Well, there is Tell can steer as well as I. 
He'll be my judge, if it be possible. 

[Violent peals of thunder — the lake becomes MOTT'l 
tempestuous. 
Am I to plunge into the jaws of hell? 
1 should be mad to dare the desperate act 

Tell. The brave man thinks upon himself the last. 
Put trust in God, and help him in his needl 

RuoDi. Safe in the port, 'tis easy to advise. 
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^1 There is the boat, and (here the lake ! Try you I 

^M Tell. The lake may pity, but the Viceroy never. 

^M Come, risk it, man ! 

^M Shepherd and Hontsuan. O save him t save him I save 

f him! 

RuoDi. Though 'twere my brother, or my darling child, 
I would not go. 'Tis Simon and Jude's day. 
The lake is up, and calling for its victim. 

Tbxl. Nought's to he done with idle talking; here. 
Each moment's precious ; the man must be hclp'd. 
Say, boatman, will you venture? 
Rdodi. No; not I. 

I Tell. In God's name, then, give me the boat! I will. 

With my poor strength, see what is to be done I 
KooNi. Ha, gallant Tell! 
Wekni. That's like a huntsman trut. 

Baum. You arc my anje!, my preserver. Tell. 
Tell. I may preserve you from the Viceroy's power. 
But from the tempest's rage another must. 
Yet better 'tis you fall into God's hands, 
Than into those of men. [To the herdsman. 

Herdsman, do thou 
Console my wife if I should come to grief. 

>I could not choose but do as I have done. 
[He Uafs into Ike boat. 
KuoNi (to the fisherman). A pretty man to keep a ferry, 
truly ! 
What Tell could risk, you dared not venture on. I 

Ruoiii. Far better men would never cope with Tell, 
There's no two such as he 'mong all our hills. i 

Werni (aho has ascended a rock). Now he it off. God 
help thee, gallant sailor I 
Look how the little boat reels on the waves! 
There! they have swept clean over it And now 

KuoNi (on the shore). 
*Tis out of sight. Yet stay, there 'tis again I 
Stoutly he stems the breakers, noble fellow 1 
Seppi. Here come the troopers hard as they can ride! 
KuoHi. Heavens ! so they do ! Why, that « as help indeed. 
[Enter a troop of hortemen. 



Book m^ KiMtn. Wbon do 701 mtaa? 
in. H. (Jucoverimg Ike froof). Tbe dnil! 



a't be in yaoAa boot jc seek? 






Sideoa, 
If 70a 127 to^ 70a Buy o'ertake b 
xxD H. Cant on jrott, bc*s 
m H. (to /A<- dufkfrd a»d ithermam). Yon bdp'd 1 
off. 
Aad TOO ihafl pay for it ! Fall on iheJr herds ! 
Down widi the cottagt I boni it ! beat it <Sowd I 

ITkey rush 
Stwn (hmrrymg after them). Ob, mv poor tamhel 
Kuoxi {foUcwing him). Unbzpp^ 

Wnxi. Tbe tTTants! 

Ruooi. (n-nn^N^ Air &«wjj). Rigbteoas Hearei 
when will come 
Delivennce to this doom-devoted land? [Exeunt severely. 



i 



BCBMK IL—A Hhu Irit IK /r"^ '/ StAVTT'CHKB'S iMtU d< S 
im Seh-aiyli, upeK ifit pttbHt read, near a iri4gt 

Wm>Ex SiAriTACHEa and PraiFPE«, 0/ LuctTf^. etUer 

inlo convcrtalion 
Pmre. Ay, ay, friend SUuffadier, as I have said, S 

Swear not to Austria, if you can help iL H 

Hold by the Empire stoutly as of yore, V 

And God preserve you in your ancient freedom 1 

[Presses his hand warmly, and u going. 
Staupf. Wait till my mistress comes. Now do! Yon 



My guest in Schwytz — I in Lucerne am yours. 
Pfeift. Thanksl thanks! But I must reach 
to-day. 
Whatever grievances your rulers' pride 
And grasping avarice may yet inflict. 
Bear them in patiences-soon a change may come. 
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Another emperor may mount ihe throne. 

But Austria's once, and you arc hers for ever. [Exit. 

[Stai^ffacher sits down sorrowftiUy upon a bench 

under the lime tree. Gertrude, his wife, enters, 

and finds him in this posture. She places herself 

hitn. and looks at him for some time in 

silence, 

Geht. So sad, my love ! I scarcely know thee now. 

For many a day in silence I have mark'd 

A moody sorrow furrowing thy brow. 

Some silent grief is weighing on thy heart. 

Trust it to me. I am thy faithful wife. 

And I demand my half of all thy cares. 

[Stauffacrek gives her his hand and is silent 

Tell me what can oppress thy spirits thus? 

Thy toil is blest — the world goes well with thee — 

Our bams are full— our cattle, many a score; 

Our handsome team of well-fed horses, too. 

Brought from the mountain pastures safely home. 

To winter in their comfortable stalls. 

There stands thy house — no nobleman's more fair I 

'Tis newly built with timber of the best, 

All grooved and fitted with the nicest skill ; t 

Its many glistetnng windows tell of comfort ! 

'Tis quarter 'd o'er with scutcheons of all hues, 

And proverbs sage, which passing travellers 

Linger to read, and ponder o'er their meaning. 
Stauff. The house is strongly built, and handsomely. 

But, ah! the ground on which we built it quakes, 
Gebt. Tell rac, dear Werner, what you mean by that? 
Staupf. No later gone than yesterday, I sat 

Beneath this linden, thinking with delight. 

How fairly all was finished, when from Kiissnacht 

The Viceroy and his men came riding by. 

Before this house he halted in surprise: 

At once I rose, and, as beseemed his rank, 

Advanced respectfully to greet the lord. 

To whom the Emperor delegates his power. 

As judge supreme within our Canton here. 

" Who is the owner of this house ? " he asked, I 
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And bcU bgr DC ID CtL" Qa tto !m tmwti, 

'I am tit EjBpcnw't Ti ca r cgcM hen, 

Aad wS flot dm oKfc peasant dori skocdd ba3d 

At im own pleasure, bearing him as f reel y 

Aj Ihtiwgh be were thg isuter in dwbndL 

I Aan noJce bold to pot a Oop lo this ! " 

So nymt be, with incnaccs, rodeoC. 

And left me mnaii^ with a beavy bean 

<^ the fell parpooe that bb words bctrsy'd. 

Got. Uy own dear lord and hnsliand t Wilt thoo take 
A word of boacst coaiuel from tfay wife? 
J boast to be the noble Iberc's chfld. 
A man of wide eKpcrience. Many a time. 
As we sat ^iiBUog in the winur o^jbts. 
My listers and mysieli, tfie people's diiefs 
Were wont to gadier round oar fatfacr's beartb. 
To rcsid the old imperial cfaarters, and 
To bold sage converse on tbe country's weaL 
Then hecdfully I listened, marldng n-ell 
Wbat now the wi»e man thought, the good man wtsbedt 
And gamer'd up their wisdom in my beait. 
Hear then, and mark me well ; for thoo wilt see, 
I long have known the grief that weighs thee down. 
The Viceroy hates thee, fain would injure thee. 
For thou hast cros&'d his wish to bend the Swiss 
In homage to this upstart house of princes. 
And kept tbem staunch, like their good sires of old. 
In tme allegiance to the Empire. Say, 
Wt not so, WemcT? Tell me, am I wrong? 

Stavtv. Tis even so. For this doth Gessler hate me; 

Gebt. He bums with en*-y, too, to see thee living 
Happy and free on thine ancestral soil. 
For he is landless. From the Emperor's self 
Thou hold's! in fief the lands thy fathers left thefc 
There's rot a prince i' the Empire that can 
A better title to his heritage; 
For thou hast over thee no lord but one. 
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And he the mightiest of all Christian kings. 

Gessier, we know, is but a younger son, 

His only wealth the knightly cloak he wears; 

He therefore views an honest man's good fortune 

With a malignant and a jealous eye. 

Long has he sworn to compass thy destruction. 

As yet thou art uninjured. Wilt thou wai^ 

Till he may safely give his malice vent? 

A wise man would anticipate the blow, 

Stauff, What's 10 be done? 

Geht. Now hear what I advise. 

Thou knowest well, how here with us in Schwytt 
All worthy men are groaning underneath 
This Gessler's grasping, grinding tyranny. 
Doubt not the men of Unierwald as well. 
And Uri, too, are chafing hke ourselves, 
At this oppressive and heart -wearying yoke. 
For there, across the lake, the Landenberg 
Wields the same iron rule as Gessier here — 
No fishing-boat comes over to our side. 
But brings the tidings of some new encroachment, 
Some fresh outrage, more grievous than the last. 
Then it were well, that some of you — true men- 
Men sound at heart, should secretly devise. 
How best to shake Ihis hateful thraldom off. 
Full sure I am that God would not desert you, 
But lend His favour to the righteous cause. 
Hast thou no friend in Uri, one to whom 
Thou frankly may'st unbosom all thy thoughts!' 

STAurp. I know full many a gallant fellow there, 
And nobles, too, — great men, of high repute. 
In whom I can repose unbounded trust. [Ruing I 

Wife I What a stonn of wild and perilous thoughts 
Hast thou stirr'd up within my tranquil breast I 
The darkest musings of my bosom thou 
Hast dragg'd to light, and placed them full before nie; 
And what 1 scarce dared harbour e'en in thought, 
Thou speakest plainly out with fearless tongue. 
But hast thou weigti'd well what thou urgest thus? 
Discord will comt, and the fierce cUng of arms, 



1ST W. Have you no bowels of compassion, t 
To press so hard upon a poor old man, 
That scarce can drag his feeble limbs along? 

Master Mason atid Workmen, Shame, shame upon you — 

shame I It cries to heaven. 
Task. Mind your own business. 1 but do my duty. 
1ST W. Pray, master, what's to be the name of this 
Same castlc, when 'tis built? 

The Keep of Uri ; 
subjection. 



Well, why laugh at that? 
vith Ihis paltry place! 
t first 



Task. 
For by it we shall keep you ii 

Work. The Keep of Uri? 

Task. 

2ND W. Keep Uri. will you. 

1ST W. How many molehills such as that 
Be piled up each on each, ere you make 
A mountain equal to the least in Uri ? 

[Taskmaster retires up the si 

Mas. M. I'll drown the mallet in the deepest lake. 
That served my hand on this accursed pile. 

[Enter Tell anj Staufpachi 

Stauff, O, that I had not lived to see this sight 1 

Tell. Here 'tis not good to be. Let us proceed. 

Stauff, Am 1 in Uri, — Uri. freedom's home? 

Mas. M. O, sir, if you could only see the vaults 
Beneath these towers. The man that tenants ihem 
Will ne'er hear Cock crow more. 

Stauff. O God ! O God 1 

Mason, Look at these ramparts and these buttressci. 
That seem as they were built to last for ever. 

Tell. What hands have built, my friend, hands 
destroy. [Pointing to Ike mount 

That home of freedom God hath built for us. 

[A drum is heard. People enter bearing a cap upom 
a pale, followed by a crier. Women and ckiidn 
thronging tiimultuously after them. 

1ST W. What means the drum? Give heed I 

Mason. Why, here's a mumi 

And look, the cap — what can they mean by that? 

Cues. In the Emperor's name, give ear I 
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Work. Husbl silence I hush I 

Crier. Ye men of Uri. ye do see this cap I 
It will be eel upon a lofly pole I 

In Altdorf, in the market place: and this 

Is the Lord Governor's good will and pleasure; I 

The cap shall have like honour as himself. 
All do It reverence with bended knee, 
And head uncovered; thus the king will know 
Who arc his true and loyal subjects here; 
His life and goods are forfeit to the crown 
That shall refuse obedience to the order. 

[The people burst out into laughter. The drum btUtt 
and the procession passes on. 

1ST W. A strange device to fall upon indeed: 
Do reverence to a cap ! A pretty farce I 
Heard ever mortal anything like this? 

Mas. M. Down to a cap on bended knee, forsooth I 
Rare jesting this with men of sober sense ! 

1ST W. Nay, an it were the imperial crown ! A cap! 
Merely the cap of Austria! I've seen it 
Hanging above the throne in Gessler's hall. 

Mason. The cap of Austria? Mark that! A snare 
To get us into Austria's power, by Heaven I 

Work. No freeborn man will stoop to such disgrace. 

Mas. M. Come — to our comrades, and advise with them I 

[They retire up. 

Tell {to Stauffacheh). You sec how matters stand. 
Farewell, my friend; 

Stauff. Whither away? Oh, leave us not so soon. 

Telu They look for me at home. So fare ye well 

Stauff, My heart's so full, and has so much to tell you. 

Till. Words will not make a heart that's heavy light. 

Stauff. Yet words may possibly conduct to deeds. 

Tell. Endure in silence I We can do no more. 

Stauff. But shall we bear what is not to be borne? 

Tell, Impetuous rulers have the shortest rdgns. 
When the fierce South wind rises from its chasms. 
Men cover up their 6rcs, the ships in haste 
Make for the harbour, and the mighty spirit 
Sweeps o'er the earth, and I«uea.no trace behind. 
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Ijti every nan live quiei])- at home; 
Peace to the peaceftj rarely 15 deaied. 

Stauit. And U it thus you view our grievances? 

Tku. The serpent stings not till it is provoketL 
Let tbem alone; thejrll weary of themselves. 
When ibey shall see we are not (o be roused. 

STAurr. Much might be done — did we stand fast I 
gether. 

Tell When the ship founders, he will best escape. 
Who seeks no other's safety but his own. 

StTAVFT. And you desert the common cause so coldly? 

Teix. a man can safely count but on himself! 

Staupf. Nay, even the weak grow strong by union. 

Teix. But the strong man is strongest when alone. 

Stal-ff, So, then, your country cannot count on you. 
If in despair she rise against her foes. 

Tell. Tetl rescues the lost sheep from yawning gulphs;^ 
Is he a man, then, to desert his friends ? 
Yet, whatsoe'er you do, spare me from council ! 
I was not bom to ponder and select ; 
Bui when your course of action is resolved. 
Then call on Tell : you shall not £nd him fail. 

lExeunt severally. A sudden tumult is heard arm 
the scaffolding. 

Mason (running in). What's wrong? 

FiKsT Workman (running forward). The slater's fal 
from the roof. 

Bektha {rushing in). Heavens! Is he dashed to piecesfl 
Save him, help ! 
I f help be possible, save him 1 Here is gold. 

[Throws her trinkets among the peofi 

Mason. Hence with your gold, — your luiivcrsat charm. 
And remedy for ill I When you have torn 
Fathers from children, husbands from their wives. 
And scattered woe and wail (hroughoui the land. 
You think with gold to compensate for all. 
Hence I Till we saw you. we were happy men; 
With you came misery and dark despair, 

Bebtha (10 She Taskuaster, ivho has returned). 
Lives lie? [Taskmaster shakes his h 
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Dl-omened towers, with curses built. 
And doomed with curses to be tenanted ! [E:rlt. 



Melcb. Good Walter Fiirst. 

F6it3T. If we should be surprised 1 

Slay where you are. We are beset with spies, 

McLCH. Have you no news for me from Uiiterwald? 
What of my father? 'Tis not lo be borac, 
Thus to be pent up like a felon here ! 
iWhat have I done so heinous tliat 1 must 
Skulk here in hiding, like a murderer? 
I only laid my staff across the fists 
Of the pert varlet, when before my eyes. 
By order of the governor, he tried 
To drive away my handsome team of oxen. 

FfiRST. You are too rash by far. He did no more 
Than what the governor had ordered him. 
You had iransgrcss'd, and therefore should have paid 
The penalty, however hard, in silence. 

Melch. Was I to brook the fellow's saucy gibe. 
"That if the peasant must have bread to eat. 
Why, let him go and draw the plough himself!" 
It cut me to the very soul to see 
My oxen, noble creatures, when the knave 
Unyoked them from the plough. As tliough they felt 
The wrong, they lowed and butted with their horns. 
On this 1 could contain mysdf no longer, 
And, overcome by passion, struck him down, 

FCbst. O, we old men can scarce command ourselves ! 
And can we wonder youth breaks out of bounds? 

Melch. I'm only sorry for my father's sake! 
To be away from him, that needs so much 
My fostering care ! The governor detests him. 
Because, whene'er occasion served, he has 
Stood stoutly up for right and liberty. 
Therefore they'll bear him bard — (he poor old man ! 
And there is none to shield him from their gripe. 

Vol. 3«— ta uc 
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Come what come may, I must go home again. 

FCrst. Compose yourself, and wait in patience tOl 
We get some tidings o'er from Unterwald. 
Away ! away I I hear a knock I Perhaps 
A message from the Viceroy ! Get Ihee in ( 
You are not safe from Landcnberger's' arm 
In Uri, for these tyrants pull together, 

Melcq. They teach us Switzers what we ought to ( 

FCrst, Away! I'll call you when the coast is dear. 

[Uelchtbai. r#(M 
Unhappy youth I I dare not tell him all 
The evil that my boding heart predicts I 
Who's there? The door ne'er opens, but I look 
For tidings of mishap. Suspicion lurks 
With darkling treachery in every nook. 
Even to our inmost rooms they force their way, 
These rayrmidon-s of power; and soon we'll need 
I'o fasten bolts and bars upon our doors. 

\Ht Opens Iht door, atid stefs back in sitrfrist i 
Werner Stauffacher enters. 
What do I see? You, Werner? Now, by Heaven! 
A valued guest, indeed. No man e'er set 
His foot across this threshold, more esteem'd. 
Welcome ! thrice welcome, Werner, to my roof I 
What brings you here? WTiat seek you here in Uri 

St.Mjff. {shakes FiJRST fry the hand). The olden 
and olden Switzerland. 

FOkst, Y'^u bring them with you. See how glad I an^ 
My heart leaps at the very sight of you. 
Sit down — sit down, and tell me how you left 
Your charming wife, fair Gertrude? Ibcrg's child. 
And clever as her father. Not a man, 
That wends from Germany, by Meinrad's Cell/ 
To Italy, but praises far and wide 
Vour house's hospitality. But say. 
Have you come here direct from Fiuelen, 
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And have you noticed notlii'ng on your way. 
Before you halted at my door? 

Stauff. {sits down). I saw 

A work in progress, as I came along, 
I little thought to see — that likes me ilL 

FuRST. O friend! you've lighted on my thought at 
once. 

Stauff. Such things in Uri ne'er were known 
before. 
Never was prison here in man's remembrance. 
Nor ever any stronghold but the grave. 

FOkst. You name it well. It is the grave of freedom. 

Staufp. Friend, Waher Fiirst, I will be plain with you. 
No idle curiosity it is 

That brings me here, but heavy cares, I left 
Thraldom at home, and tliraldom meets me here. 
Our wrongs, e'en now, are more than we can bear 
And who shall tell us where they are to end? 
From eldest time the Switzer has been free, 
Accustom'd only to the mildest rule. 
Such things as now we suffer ne'er were knowa. 
Since herdsman first drove cattle lo the hills. 

FuRST. Yes, our oppressions are unparallcl'dl 
Why, even our own good lord of AttinghauB, 
Who lived in olden times, himself declares 
They arc no longer to be tamely borne. 

Stauff. In Untcrwalden yonder 'tis the same; 
And bloody has the retribution been. 
The imperial Seneschal, the Wolfshot. who 
At Rossberg dwelt, long'd for forbidden fruit— 
Baumgarten's wife, that lives at Akellen, 
He tried to make a victim to his lust, 
On which the husband slew him with his axe. 

FuRST. O, Heaven is just in all its judgments stiill 
Baumgarter 



Has he escaped, and i 



iafely hid? 



Stautf. Your son-in-law conveyed him o'er the 
lake. 
And he lies hidden in my house at Steinen. 
H« brought the tidings with him of a thing 
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RonUnde, rnhcrel YoenriO? 

Att»i& Ftrst let bk 

After tbc ascicm autam of oar boBM. 
Tbc tBomios cup, with tfacM my faitliftil semnti ! 

[//« 5rii«ik( fntm m cuf, vUck it rtra ftati r 
Timt wsi, I Mood inTscIf in feld sod wood, 
Wttfa mJn« own cjm dircctisg all tbetr toil. 
Even u ni7 baancf ted them m die figta^ 
Now I tm onlj fit to play the steward: 
Andf if the {enial sun come not to uk, 
I can no longer leek it on the bilU. 
Tbo* tlowly, in an ever narrowinf sphere, 
f move on to the narrowest and the last. 
Where all life's pulses cease. I now «in bat 
The shadow of my former self, and that 
la fading fast — "twin soon be but a name. 

Koowl (offtrmg Ritoem Ike cvf). A pledge, jooh^ 
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Nay, Sir, drink it off 1 

One cup, one heart! You know our proverb, Sir? 

ArriNG. Go, children, and at eve, when work is done, 
We'll meet and talk the country's business over. 

[Exeunt servants. 
Belted and plumed, and all thy bravery on ! 
Thou art for Altdorf — for ihe castle, boy? 

Run. Yes, uncle. Longer may I not delay — 

Atting. (siilitig down). Why in such haste? Say, are 
thy youthful hours 
Doled in such niggard measure, that thou must 
Be chary of them lo thy aged uncle? 

Rod, I see my presence is not needed here. 
I am but as a stranger in this house. 

Atting. (gases fixedly at him for a considerable time). 
Ay, pity 'tis thou art! Alaa, that home 
To thee has grown so strange! Oh. Ulyl Uly! 
I scarce do know thee now, thus deck'd in silks. 
The peacock's feather' flaunting in thy cap. 
And purple mantle round thy shoulders flimg; 
Thou look'st upon the peasant with disdain - 
And tak'st his honest greeting with a blush. 

Ruo. All honour due to him 1 gladly pay, 
But must deny the riglit he would usurp. 

Atting. The sore displeasure of its monarch rests 
Upon our land, and every true man's heart. 
Is full of sadness for the grievous wrongs 
We suffer from our tyrants. Thou alone 
Art all unmoved amid the general grief. 
Abandoning thy friends, thou tak'st thy stand 
Beside thy country's foes, and, as in scorn 
Of our distress, pursucst giddy joys, 
Courting the smiles of princes all the while 
Thy country bleeds beneath their cruel scourge. 

Run. The land is sore oppressed, I know it, uncle. 
But why? Who plunged it into this distress? 
A word, one little easy word, might buy 

kni«hu were in tb» hibit of wesrinf! i plume of pMfotk'* 
helmils, Afirr ihc e.cnhrim of ihe Aii-tfiin Snmlnlod 
' wMnsdc hiftUr pcsol to wur Ihc peacock'* (nikat it 
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Instant deliverance from all our ills. 

And win the good ^\'ill of the Elmpcror. 

Woe unto those who seal the people's eyes. 

And make them adverse to their country's 

The men, who, for their own vile selfish ends. 

Are seeking to prevent the Forest States 

From swearing fealt>' to Austria's House, 

As all the countries round about have done. 

It fits their humour well, to take their seats 

Amid the nobles on the Herrenbank;^ 

They'll have the Kaiser for their lord, forsooth, — 

That is to say, they'll have no lord at alL 

Atting. Must I hear this, and from thy lips, rash boy! 

RuD. You urged me to this answer. Hear me out. 
What, uncle, is the character you've stoop'd 
To fill contentedly through life? Have you 
No higher pride, than in these lonely wilds 
To be the Landamnian or Banneret,*^ 
The pettty chieftain of a shepherd race? 
How ! Were it not a far more glorious choice 
To bend in homage to our royal lord, 
And swell the princely splendours of his court. 
Than sit at home, the peer of your own vassals. 
And share the judgment-seat with vulgar clowns? 

Atting. Ah, Uly, Uly; all too well I see, 
The tempter's voice has caught thy willing car. 
And pour'd its subtle poison in thy heart 

RuD. Yes, I conceal it not. It doth offend 
My inmost soul, to hear the stranger's gibes, 
That taunt us with the name of " Peasant Nobles ! " 
Think you the heart that's stirring here can brook. 
While all the young nobility around 
Are reaping honour under Habsburg's banner. 
That I should loiter, in inglorious ease, 
Here on the heritage my fathers left, 
And, in tlie dull routine of vulgar toil. 
Lose all life's glorious spring? In other lands 

*o The hench rest, rvcd for the nobility. 

" The T.anflamman was an ofTic-.T chosen by the Swiss Gemeindc, or 
rH«"t ;o preside over them. The Hanncrct was an officer entrusted with 
the k: ; ing of the State Banner, and such others as were taken in battle. 
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Great deeds arc done. A world of fair renown 
Beyond these mountains stirs in martial pomp. 
My helm and shield are rusting in the hall ; 
The tnartial trumpet's spirit-stirring blast, 
The herald's call, inviting to the lists. 
Rouse not the echoes of these vales, where nought 
Save cowherd's horD and cattle bell is heard. 
In one unvarying dull monotony. 

Atting. Deluded boy, seduced by empty show I 
Despise the land that gave thee birth I Ashamed 
Of the good ancient customs of thy sires! 
The day will come, when thou, witli burning tears. 
Wilt long for home, and for thy native hills. 
And that dear melody of tuneful herds. 
Which now, in proud disgust, thou dost despise ! 
A day when wistful pangs shall shake thy heart. 
Hearing their music in a foreign land. 
Oh 1 potent is the spell that binds to home ! 
No, no, the cold, false world is not for thee. 
At the proud court, with thy true heart, thou wilt 
For ever feel a stranger among strangers. 
The world asks virtues of far other stamp 
Than thou hast learned within these simple vales. 
But go — go thither .^ — barter thy free soul. 
Take land in fief, be minion to a prince. 
Where thou might'st be lord paramount, and prince 
Of all thine own unburden'd heritage ! 
O. Uly, Uly, stay among thy people I 
Go not to Altdorf. Oh, abandon not 
The sacred cause of thy wrong'd native land I 
I am the last of all my race. My name 
Ends with me. Yonder hang my helm and shield; 
They will be buried with me in the grave." 
And must I think, when yielding up my breath. 
That thou but wait'st the closing of mine eyes. 
To stoop thy knee to this new feudal court. 
And take in vassalage from Austria's hands 
The noble lands, which I from God received, 
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Free and unfetter'd as the mountain airl 

RUD. 'Tis vain for us to strive against the kill; 
The world pertains to him ; — shall we alone. 
In mad presumptuous obstinacy, strive 
To break that mighty chain of lands, which he 
Hath drawn around us with his giant grasp? 
His are the markets, his the courts, — -his, too, 
The highways ; nay, the very carrier's horse, 
That traffics on the Gotthardt, pays him toll. 
By his dominions, as within a net. 
We are enclosed, and girded round about. 
— And will the Empire shield us? Say, can it 
Protect itself 'gainst Austria's growing power? 
To God, and not to emperors must we look ! 
What store can on their promises be placed. 
When they, to meet their own necessities, 
Can pawn, and even alienate the towns 
That flee for shelter 'ncath the Eagle's wings?" 
No, uncle ! It is wise and wholesome prudence, 
In times like these, when faction's all abroad, 
To vow attachment to some mighty chief. 
The imperial crown's transferred from line lo line." 
It has no memory for faithful service: 
But to secure the favour of these great 
Hereditary masters, were to sow 
Seed for a future harvest. 

Atting. Art so wise? 

Wilt thou see clearer than thy noble sires. 
Who battled for fair freedom's priceless gem. 
With hfe, and fortune, and heroic arm? 
Sail down the lake to Lucem, there inquire. 
How Austria's thraldom weighs the Cantons down. 1 
Soon she will come to count our sheep, our cattle, 
To portion out the Alps, e'en to their peaks. 
And in our own free woods to hinder us 
From striking down the eagle or the stag; 
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To set her tolls on every bridge and gate. 
Impoverish us, to swell her lust of sway. 
And drain our dearest blood to feed her wars. 
\o, it our blood must flow, let it be shed 
In our own cause I We purchase liberty 
More cheaply far than bondage. 

RuDENz. What can we, 

A shepherd race, against great Albert's hosts? 

Atting. Learn, foolisi boy. to know this shepherd race I 
I know them, I have led them on in fight, — 
I saw Ihem in the battle at Favcnz. 
What ! Austria try, forsooth, to force on us 
A yoke we are determined not to bear! 
Oh, learn to feel from what a stock thou'rt sprung; 
Cast not, for tinsel trash and idle show. 
The precious jewel of thy worth away. 
To be the chieftain of a free bom race. 
Bound to thee only by their unbought love. 
Ready to stand — to fight — to die with thee. 
Be that thy pride, he that thy noblest boast I 
Knit to thy heart the ties of kindred — home — 
Cling to the land, the dear land of thy sires. 
Grapple to ihat with thy whole heart and soull 
Thy power is roi ted deep and strongly here. 
But in yoo stranger world thou'lt stand alone, 
A trembling reed beat down by every blast. 
Oh come ! 'tis long since we have seen thee, XJly ! 
Tarry but this one day. Only to-day 1 
Go not to Altdorf. Wil thou? Not to-day! 
For this one day, bestow thee on thy friends. 

[Takes his hand. 

RUD. I gave my word. Unhand mc ! I am bound. 

Attisg. {drops his hand and says sternly) 
Bound, didst thou say? Oh yes, unhappy boy. 
Thou art indeed. But nol by word or oath. 
"Tis by the silken mesh of love thou'rt bound. 



[Rui 
Ah. hide thee, as thou wilt. 'Tis she, I know. 
Bertha of Bruneck, draws thee to the court: 

,t chains thee to the Emperor's service. 



NZ turns awoy. 
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Thou think'st to win the noble knightly msid 

By thy apostacy. Be not deceived. 

She is held out before the as a lure; 

But never meant for innocence like thine. 
Run. Nomore, I've heard enough. So fare yon well. [E 
Atting. Stay, Uly ! Slay! Rash boy. he's gone! I canl 

Nor hold him lack, nor save him from destruction. 

And so the Wolfshol has deserted us; — 

Others win follow his example soon. 

This foreign witchery, sweeping o'er our hills. 

Tears with its potent spell our youth away. 

luckless hour, when men and manners strange 
Into these calm and happy valleys came. 
To warp our primitive and guileless ways. 
The new is pressing on with tnight. The old, | 
The good, the simple, all fleet fast away. 
New times come on. A race is springing up. 
That think not as their fathers thought before! 
What do I hear? All, all are in ihe grave 
With whom erewhile I moved, and held converse; 
My age has long been laid beneath the sod; 
Happy Ihe man, who may not live to see 
What shall be done by those that follow me! 

Scene II, — A meadow surreunded by high rocts and v/oodtd grouni,'^ 
On the rocks are Iracti, with raiU and ladderi, by aihich tktrM 
ptotaMs art alltraiardi tet» descending. In Ihe beefe-frodWf 
Ihr lake ii observed, and over if a moon rainbotti in Ike tartf \ 
part of Ihe scene. The prosptel is closed by lofty mottnlaintr 1 
tvilh glaeiert rising behind them. The stage is dark, but Mt^l 
lake and elaciers glisten in the meenlight. 

Melchthal, Baumgarten, Winkelbied, Meyer vok ; 
NEN, Burkhaht am BtJHEL. Arnold vov Sewa, KlaD) 
VON DER Flue, and four other peasants, all armed. 
Melchthal {behind the scenes). 

The mountain pass is open. Follow me! 

1 sec the rock, and liitle cross upon it: 
This is the spot; here is the Rootli. [They enter with torckn^ 

Win. Hark! 

Sewa. The coast is clear. 
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None of o 
We are the first, we Untcrwaldeneis. 
Melch. How far is't i' the night I* 
Baum, The beacon watch 

Upon the Sdisberg has just called two. 

[A beU is heard at a distance. 
Meyer. Hush! Hark I 

BuHEL. The forest chapel's matin bell 

Chimes clearly o'er the lake from Switzerland, 
Von F. The air is clear, and bears the sound so far. 
Melch. Go, you and you, and light some broken boughs, 
Let's bid them welcome with a cheerful blaze. 

[Two peasants eseunt. 
Sew A, The moon shines fair to-night. Beneath its beams 
The lake reposes, bright as bumish'd steel. 
BuHEL. They'll have an easy passage 
Wink, (pointing to the lake). Ha! look there! 

Do you see nothing? 

Meyer. Ay, indeed, I do! 

A rainbow in the middle of the night. 

Melch. Formed by the bright reflection of the moon I 
Von F. a sign most strange and wonderful, indeed ! 
Many there be, who ne'er have seen the like. 
Sewa. 'Tis doubled, sec, a paler one above ! 
Bakm. a boat is gliding yonder right beneath it. 
Mklcb. That must be Werner Stauffacber! I knew 
The worthy patriot would not tarry long. 

[Goes with Baumcarten towards the shore. . 
Meyer. The Uri men are like to be the lasL 
BuHEL. They're forced to take a winding circuit through 
The mountains; for the Viceroy's spies are out. 

[In Ike mcaitwhile the iwo peasants have kindled a 
fire in the centre of the stage. 
Melch. (on Ike shore). Who's there? The word? 
Stauff. (front below). Friends of the country. 

[All retire up the stage, towards the parly landing 
from the boat. Enter Stacffacheb, Itel Reding, 
Hans auf deb Mauer, Jorg im Hofe, Conrad 
HuNN, Ulrich nEB Schmidt, Jost von Weiler, J 
and three other peasants, armed. jfl 
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All. Welcome!^ 

[While the rest remain behind ercfiangiti^ greetin 
Melchthal comes fnrojard tvith Stauppaches. 

Melch. Oh wonliy Stauffacher. I've look'd but now 
On him, who could not look on me again, 
I've laid my hands upon his raytess eyes. 
And on their vacant orbits sworn a vow 
Of vengeance, only to be cool'd in blood. 

Stauff. Speak not of vengeance. Wc are here, to meet 
The threatened evil, not to avenge the past. 
Now tell me what you've done, and what secured. 
To aid the coniinan cause in Unterwald. 
How stand the peasantry disposed, and how 
Yourself escaped the wiles of treachery? 

Melch. Through the Surenen's fearful mountain c 
Where dreary ice-fields stretch on every side, 
And sound is none, save the hoarse vulture's cry, 
I rcach'd the Alpine pasture, where the herds 
From Uri and from Engelbcrg resort, 
And turn their cattle forth to graze in common. 
Still as I went along, I slaked my thirst 
With ihc coarse ooiings of the glacier heights 
That thro' the crevices come foaming down, 
And turned to rest me in the herdsmen's cots." 
Where I was host and guest, until I gain'd 
The cheerful homes and social haunts of men. 
Already through these distant vales had spread 
The rumour of this last atrocity; 
And wheresoe'er I went, at every door. 
Kind words saluted me and gentle looks. 
I found these simple spirits all in arms 
Against our rulers' tyrannous encroachments. 
For as their Alps through each succeeding year 
Yield the same roots, — their streams flow ever on 
In the same channels, — nay, the clouds and winds | 
Tlie selfsame course unalterably pursue, 
So have old customs there, from sire to son. 
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Been handed down, unchanging and unchanged ; 

Nor will ihey brook to swerve or lurn aside 

From the fixed even tenor of their life. 

With grasp of their hard hands they welcomed me,-^ 

Took from the walls their rusty falchions down, — 

And from their eyes the soul of valour flash 'd 

Whh joyful lustre, as I spoke those names. 

Sacred to every peasant in the moiuitains. 

Your own and Waller Fiirsfs. Whateer your voice 

Should dictate as the right, they swore to do; 

And you they swore to follow e'en to death. 

— So sped I on from house to house, secure 

In the guest's sacred privilege; — and when 

I reached at last the valley of my home. 

Where dwell my kinsmen, scatter'd far and near — 

And when I found my father, stript and blind. 

Upon the stranger's straw, fed by tlie alms 

Of charitj- — 

Stauff. Great Heaven 1 

Melch. Yet wept I not I 

No — not in weak and unavailing tears 
Spent I the force of my fierce burning anguish; 
Deep in my bosom, like some precious treasure, 
I lock'd it fast, and thought on deeds alone. 
Through every winding of the hills I crept, — ■ 
No valley so remote but I explored it ; 
Nay, at the very glacier's ice-clad base, 
I sought and found the homes of living men; 
And still, where'er my wandering footsteps tum'd. 
The selfsame hatred of these tyrants met mc. 
For even there, at vegetation's verge, 
Where the numb'd earth is barren of all fruits. 
Their grasping hands had been for plunder thrust 
Into the hearts of all this honest race. 
The story of my wrongs struck deep, and now 
They, to a man, are ours; both heart and hand. 

Stadff. Great things, indeed, you've wrought i 

Melch. I did still more than this, TIic fortresses, 
Rossberg and Samen, are the ootuitry's drcac' 
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For from behind their adamantine walls 
The foe, like eagle from his eyrie swoops. 
And, safe himself, spreads havoc o'er the land. 
With my own eyes I wish'd to weigh its strength, 
So went to Samen, and explored the castle. 

Staiiff, How! Venture even into the tiger's den? 

Melcq. Disguised in pilgrim's weeds I entered it ; 
I saw the Viceroy feasting at his board — 
Judge if I'm master of myself or no! 
I saw the tyrant, and I slew him not I 

Stauff. Fortune, indeed, upon your boldness smiled. 

[Meanwhile the others have arrived and join Mel.ck-| 
TBAL and Staoffaciiek. 
Yel lell me now, I pray, who are the friends, 
The worthy men, who came along with you? 
Make me acquainted with them, that we may 
Speak frankly, man to man, and heart to heart, 

Meyek. In the three Cantons, who, sir, knows not you? 
Meyer of Sarnen is my name; and this 
Is Struth of Winkelried, my sister's son, 

Stauff. No unknown name. A Winkelried it was. 
Who slew the dragon in the fen at Weiler, 
And lost his life in the encounter, too. 

Wink. That, Master Stauffacher, was my grandfather. 

Melch. (pointing to two peasants). 
These two arc men who till the cloister lands 
Of Engelbcrg, and live behind the forest. 
You'll not think ill of them, because they're serfa. 
And sit not free upon the soil, like us. 
They love the land, and bear a good repute. 

Stauff. (to tkem). Give me your hands. He has goc 
i for thanks, 
That to no man his body's service owes. 
But worth is worih, no matter where 'tis found, 

HuNN. That is Herr Reding, sir, our old Landamraan, 

MEYEk. I know him well I am at law with him 
About a piece of ancient heritage, 
Herr Reding, we are enemies in court. 
Here we are one. [Skakea his A 

Staupp. That's well a«d bravely said. 
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Wink. Listen! They come. The horn of Uri ! Hark! 
[Oh tlte right and Ufl ar-^ed men are seen descending 
the rocks with torches. 

Mauer. Look, is not that the holy man of God? 
A worthy priest ! The terrors of the night, 
And the way's pains and perils scare not him, 
A faithful shepherd caring for his Rock. 

Baum. The Sacrist follows him, and Walter Fiirst 
But where is Tell ? I do not see him there. 

[Walteh FCrst, Rosselmann the Pastor, Pctehmann 
the Sacrist. Kuom the Shepherd, Wesvi the 
Huntsman, Ruom Ike Fisherman, and five other 
countrymen, thirty-three in all, advance and take 
their places round the fire. 

FObst, Thus must we, on the soil our fathers left us, 
Creep forth by stealth to meet like murderers. 
And in the night, that should her mantle lend 
Only to crime and black conspiracy, 
Assert our own good rights, which yet are clear 
As is the radiance of the noonday sun. 

Melch. So be it. What is hatch'd in gloom of night 
Shall free and boldly meet the morning light. 

RossEL. Confederates 1 Listen to the words which God 
Inspires my heart withal. Here we are met. 
To represent the general weal. In us 
Are all the people of the land convened. 
Then let us hold the Diet, as of old, 
And as we're wont in peaceful times to do. 
The time's necessity be our excuse. 
If there be aught informal in this meeting. 
Still, wheresoc'cr men strike for justice, there 
Is God, and now beneath His heav'n we stand. 

Stauff. "Tis well advised. — Let us, then, hold th« Dic^ 
According to our ancient usages. — 
Though it be night, there's sunshine in our cause. 

Melch. Few though our numbers be, the heartt ve 
here 
Of the whole people; here the best are met 

HusN. The ancient books may not be near at hand, 
lYet are they graven in our imnosl hearts. 
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RosSEL. Tis well. And now. then, let a ring be formed ] 
And plant the swords of power wiihin the ground." 

MaUer. Let the Landamman step into his place. 
And by his side his secretaries »tand. 

Sacrist. There arc three Cantons here. Which hath I 
right 
To give the head to the united Council? 
Schwytz may contest thai dignity with Uri, 
We Unterwald'ners enter not the field. 

Melch. Wc stand aside. We arc but suppliants here. 
Invoking aid from our more potent friends. 

Stauff. Let Uri have the sword. Her banner takes. 
In battle, the precedence of our own. 

FiJRST Schwytz, then, must share the honour of the swordjg 
For she's the honoured ancestor of all. 

RossEL. Let tne arrange this generous controversy. 
Uri shall lead in battle — Schwytz in Council. 

FChst (gtTes Stauffachek his hand). 
Then take your place. 

Stauff. Not I. Some older man. 

HoFE. Ulrich, the Smith, is the most aged here. 

Mauer. a worthy man, but not a freeman ; no ! 
—No bondman can he judge in Switzerland. 

Stauff. Is not Herr Reding here, our old Landamman 7^^ 
Where can we find a worthier man than he? 

FuRST. Let him be Amman and the Diet's chief! 
You that agree with me, hold up your hands 1 

[AH hold up their rigkl hands, j 

Reding (stepping into the centre). 1 cannot lay my hai 
upon the books; 
But by yon everlasting stars I swear. 
Never to swerve from justice and the right. 

[The two swords are placed before him. and a cirt 
formed: Schwyts in the centre, Uri on his ri^ 
Unterwald on his left. 

Reding (resting on his battle sword). Why, at the 1) 
when fpiriis walk the •■arth. 
Meet the three Cantons of the mountains here, 

Undcf G«._ 
a( authoiity. 
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Upon the lake's inhospitaUe shore ? 

What may the purport be of this new league 

We here contract beneath the starry heaven? 

Stauff. (entering the circle). 
'Tis no new league that here we now contract, 
But one our fathers framed, in ancient times. 
We purpose to renew! For know, confederates. 
Though mountain ridge and lake divide our bounds, 
And each Canton by its own laws is ruled, 
Yet are we but one race, bom of one blood. 
And all are children of one common home. 

Wink. Is then the burden of our legends true, 
That we came hither from a distant land ? 
Oh, tell us what you know, that our new league 
May reap fresh vigour from the leagues of old. 

Stauff. Hear, then, what aged herdsmen tell. There dwelt 
A mighty people in the land that tics 
Back to the north. The scourge of famine came; 
And in this strait 'twas publicly resolved, 
That each tenth man, on whom the lot might fall. 
Should leave the country. They obcy'd — and forth, 
With loud lamentings, men and women went, 
A mighty host; and to the south moved on. 
Cutting their way through Germany by the sword. 
Until they gained these pine-clad hills of ours ; 
Nor Btopp'd they ever on iheir forward course. 
Till at the shaggy dell they halted, where 
The Muta flows through its luxuriant meads. 
No trace of human creature met their eye. 
Save one poor hut upon the desert shore. 
Where dwelt a lonely man, and kept the ferry. 
A tempest raged — the lake rose monntains high 
And barr'd iheir further progress. Thereupon 
They vicw'd the country — found it rich in wood, 
Discover'd coodly springs, and felt as they 
Were in their own dear native land once more. 
Then ihey resolved to settle on the spot; 
Erected there the ancient town of Schwytz; 
And many a day of toil had they to clear 
The tangled brake and forest's spreading roots. 
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I dieai, and the; croai'd 
To the btadk mn— fain, br a> Wriwtland, wfaere, 
CoBccaTd hfh i nil r tTT " T* waUt o£ ice, 
Aaoiber pco^ ipeak aDodxr HagDc. 
Tbqr bii9t ibe viOafr Stau, bank the Eennnlds.'l 
The villace Altdor^ ia the nfe of Rests; 
Yet. ever ntndfel of tbcir paniit stem. 
The men of ScliwTtz. from all the stranger nec^ 
That nnce that Iudc bare settled in the lan^ 
Each other recognize. Tbdr hearts still know. 
And beat frateniallr to kindred blood. 

[Extendi ku hand right amd UfU 

MAtnx. Ajr, wc are all one faean, ooe blood, one race! 

Au. {jotnin^ hondt). We arc ooe people, and will act a 
one. 

STAtTFT. The nations round ns bear a foreign yoke; 
For thej have to the corw^ueror succtunbed. 
Nay, e'en within our frontiers may be i 
Some, that owe villein service to a lord, 
A race of bonded »erf» from sire to son. 
But we, the genuine race of ancient Swiss, 
Have kept our freedom from the firs 
Never to princes have we bow'd (he knee; 
Freely we sought protection of the Empire. 

RosSEU Freely we sought it — freely it was givett* 
Tis so set down in Emperor Frederick's charter. 

Stavvw. For the most free have still some feudal lord 
There must be uill a chief, a judge supreme. 
To whom appeal may lie, in case of strife. 
And ihcrcfore was it, that our sires allow'd. 
For what they had recover'd from the i 
This honour to the Emperor, the lord 
Of all the German and Italian soil; 
And, like the other free men of his reabn. 
Engaged to aid him with their swords in war; 
The free man's duty this alone should be, 
To guard the Empire that keeps gtiard for him 

Mbixh. He's but a slave that would ocknowle^ 
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Stacfp. They followed, when the Heribann" wait fortli. 
The imperial staDdard, and they (ought its battles! 
To Italy they march'd in arms, to place 
The Cxsars' crown upon the Emperor's head. 
But still at home they ruled themselves in peace. 
By their own laws and ancient usages. 
The Emperor's only right was to adjudge 
The penalty of death ; he therefore named 
Snrae mighty noble as his delegate. 
That had no stake or interest in the land. 
Who was call'd in, when doom was to be pass'd. 
And, in the face of day, pronounced decree, 
Clear and distinctly, fearing no man's hate. 
What traces here, that we are bondsmen ? Speak, 
If there be any can gainsay my words! 

HoFE. No! You have spoken but the simple truth; 
We never stoop'd beneath a tyrant's yoke, 

Stauft, Even to the Emperor we did not submit, 
When he gave judgment 'gainst us for the church; 
For when the Abbey of Einsiedlen claimed 
The Alp our fathers and ourselves bad grazed, 
And showed an ancient charter, which bestowed 
The land on them as being ownerless — 
For our existence there had been concealed — 
What was our answer? This. "The grant is void. 
No Emperor can bestow what is our own: 
And if the Empire shall deny our rights, 
We can, within our mountains, right ourselves 1" 
Thos spake our fathers ! And shall we endure 
The shame and infamy of this nev yoke. 
And from the vassal brook what never king 
Dared, in his plenitude of power, attempt? 
This soil we have created for ourselves. 
By the hard labour of our hands; we've changed 
The giant forest, that was erst the haunt 
Of Mvage bears, into a home for man ; 
Extirpated the dragon's brood, that woni 
To rise, distent with venom, from the swamps ; 

• owttcr of mixtion rimilii lo the amirr baa 
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Sent the thidt misty canopy that hmif 
Its blighting vapours on the drean- waste; 
Blasted tbe solid rock; acro&s the chasm 
Throvrn tbe firm bridge for the wayfaring maa. 
By the possession of a tbousand vears 
The soil is ours. And shall an alien lord. 
Himself a vassal, dare to venture here. 
Insult us by our own hearth fires, — attempt 
To forge the chains of bondage (or our hands. 
And do us shame on our own proper soil ? 
Is there no help against such wrong as thit? 

[Great iensation among ih* fe^ 
Yes ! there's a limit to the despot's power ! 
When the oppress'd for justice looks in vain. 
When his sore burden may no more be borne. 
With fearless heart he makes appeal to Heaven, 
And thence brings down his everlasting rights. 
Which there abide, inalienably his. 
And indestructible as are the stars. 
Nature's primieva! slate returns again. 
Where man stands hostile to his feltow man; 
And if ail other means shall faU bis need. 
One last resource remains — his own good aword> 
Our dearest treasures call to us for aid, 
Against the oppressor's violence; we stand 
For country, home, for wives, for children here I 

All {clashing their szi:ords). Here stand we for < 
homes, our wives, and children. 

RossEL. (stepping into the circle). Bethinlc ye 
before ye draw the sword. 
Some peaceful compromise may yet be made; 
Speak but one word, and at your feet you'll see 
The men who now oppress you. Take the terms 
That have been often tendered you; renounce 
The Empire, and to Austria swear allegiance! 

Mader. What says the priest ? To Austria allegiaace? 

BiTUEL. Hearken not to him! 

WiNKELRiED. "Tis a traitor's counsel. 

His country's foe 1 

Reding. Peace, peace, confederateal 
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Skwa, Homage to Austria, after wrongs like these! 

Flue. Shall Austria extort from us by force 
What we denied to kindness and entreaty? 

Mevek. Then should we all be slaves, deservedly. 

Mauer- Yes! Let him forfeit all a Switzcr's rights. 
Who talks of yielding thus to Austria's yoke! 
I stand on this. Lantlaniman, Let this be 
The foremost of our laws I 

Melch. Even so! Whoe'er 

Shall talk of bearing' Austria's yoke, let him 
Of all his rights and honours be despoiled, 
Ko man thenceforth receive hira at his hearth! 

Au, {raising their right hands.) Agrcedl Be this i 
the law I 

Reding. (After a pause). The law it is. 

RossEL. Now you are free — this law hath made you free. 
Never shall Austria obtain by force 
What she has fail'd to gzin by friendly suit, 

Weil. On with the order of the day 1 Proceed ! 

RzDiNG. Confederates 1 Have all gentler means been 
tried ? 
Perchance the Elmp'ror knows not of our wrongs. 
It may not be his will we suffer thus: 
Were it not well to make one last attempt. 
And lay our grievances before the tlironc, 
Ere we unsheaih the sword? Force is at best 
A fearful thing e'en in a righteous cause; 
God only helps, when man can help no more. 

Stauff. {(0 KoNRAD Hunn). 
Here you can give us information. Speak ! 

HuNM. I was at Rheinfeld, at the Emperor's Court, 
Deputed by the Cantons to complain 
Of tile oppressions of these governors, 
And of our hberties the char.er claim. 
Which each new king till now has ratified. 
I found the envoys there of many a town. 
From Suabia and the valley of the Rhine, 
Who all received their parchments as they wisfa't^ 
And straight went home again with merry heart. 
But me, your envoy, ibey to the council sent. 
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For urns are not admitted to the fart. 

Tbe rest can fiQ tbe octghb'ring wood, fttpani I 

To taHy forth upoa a trumpet 's blast. 

SooD as their cooirades have secured tbe gate ; 

And thus the castle will with ease be ours. 

Melch. Tbe Rossbei^ I will undertake to s 
I bave a sweelfaeart in the garrison. 
Whom with Mine tender words 1 ctnld persuade 
To lower me at night a bempen ladder. 
Once Bp, my friciHls will not be long behind. 

Reihiig. Are all resolved hi favour of delay? 

{7^ majorily raise Ihrit 1 

S/TAVry. (cmmtimg ikem). Twen^ to twelve is tb 
jority. 

FC'RST. If on the appointed day the castles fall. 
From mountain on to mountain we shall speed 
The fiery signal; in the capital 
Of every Canton quickly rouse the Landstunn,* J 
Then, when these tyrants see our martial fron^ F 
Believe me, they will never make so bold 
As risk tbe conriict, but will gfadly take 
Safe conduct forth beyond our boundaries. 

Stadff. Not so with Gessler. He wiP raake a standi J 
Surrounded with his dread array of horse. 
Blood will be shed before he quits the Beld, 
And even expell'd he'd still be terrible. 
Tis hard, nay, dangerous, to spare his life. 

Bauu. Place me where'er a life is to be lost; 
I owe my life to Tell, and cheerfully 
Will pledge it for my country, I have clear'd 
My honour, and my heart is now at rest. 

Reding. Counsel will come with 
patient I 
Something must still be to the moment left. 
Yet, while by night we hold our Diet here. 
The morning, see, has on the mountain tops 
Ki.idled her glowing beacon. Let us part, 
Ei'c the broad sun surprise us. 

FtsST. Do not fear. 

"A lort of Daliaaal militU. 
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Yet shed, if possible, no drop of blood. 

Let the Emperor see, that we were driven to cast 

The sacred duties of respect away; 

And when he finds we keep within our bounds, 

His wrath, belike, may yield to policy ; 

For truly is that nation to be fear'd, 

That, anns in hand, is temperate in its wrath. 

Reding. But prithee tell us how may this be done? 
The enemy is arm'd as well as we, 
And, rest assured, he will not yield in peace. 

Stauff. He will, whene'er he sees us up in arms; 
We shall surprise him, ere he is prepared, 

Meyer. Easily said, but not so easily done. 
Two strongholds dominate the country — they 
Protect the foe, and should the king invade us. 
Our task would then be dangerous indeed 
Rossberg and Samen both must be secured. 
Before a sword is drawn in either Canton. 

Staupf. Should we delay, the foe would soon be warned; 
We are too numerous for secrecy. 

Meyer. There is no traitor in the Forest States. 

RassEL. But even zeal may heedlessly betray. ' 

FOhst. Delay it longer, and the keep at Altdorf 
Will be complete. — the governor secure. 

Meyer. You think but of yourselves. 

Sacris. You are unjust I 

Meyek. Unjust! said you? Dares Uri taunt us so? 

Reding. Peace, on your oath I 

Sacbis. If Schwyti be leagued with Uri, 

Why, then, indeed, we must perforce be dumb. 

Redinc, And let me tell you, in the Diet's name. 
Your hasty spirit much disturbs the peace. 
Stand we not all for the same common cause? 

Wink. What, if till Christmas we delay? "Tis then 
The cuslom for the serfs to throng the castle. 
Bringing the governor their annual gifts. 
Thus may some ten or twelve selected men | 

Assemble unobserved, within its walls. 
Bearing about their persons pikcB of steel. 
Which may be quickly mounted upon staves. 
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HiDW. To t>nTt the Iskc in all its wnth > Twu ocM 
To put jfour irusi to God ! Twas tempting Him. 

Tell. Little will be that's over cautious do. 

Hedw. Yes, you've a kiad and helping hand for all; 
But be in straits, and who will lend you aid? 

Tbll. God grant I ne'er may stand in need oi it ! 

[Taktt itf hit crost-birw and o 

Hedw. Why take your cross-bow with you? leave it here 

T"'i I want my right band, when I want mj bow. 

[The boys return. 

Walt, Where, father, are you goir^? 

Tell. To gnnd-<lad, boj — 

To Alidorf. WiUyougo? 

Walt. Ay, th»t I will t 

Heiw. The Viceroy's there just now. Go not » AJidorf ! 

Tell- He leaves to-day. 

Hedw. Then let him first be gooe, 

CroM not his path. — You know he bears us grudge. 

Tell. His ill-will cannot ^eatly injure me. 
I do what's right, and care for no man's hate. 

How. Tis those who do what's right, whom moot ] 
hates. 

Tell. Because he cannot reach them. Me, J weeo. 
His kiiightship will be glad to leave in peace. 

Hedw. Ay I — Are you sure of that? 

Tell. Not long agg^ 

As I was hunting through the wild ravine* 
Of Shechenthal, untrod by mortal foot, — 
There, as I took my sohiary way 
Along a shelving ledge of rocks, where 'twas 
Impossible to step on either side: 
For high above rose, like a giant wall. 
The precipice's side, and tar below 

Tile Shechen thunder'd o'er its rifled bed; — . __ 

[The bays press towards him. looking upom Mm 4 
excited cttriosily. 
There, face to face. I met the Viceroy. He 
Alone with mo — and I myself alone — 
Mere man to man, aod near us the abyss, 
And when his lordship had perus«d my face. 
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And knew the man he had severely fined 
On some most trivial ground, not long before. 
And saw me, with my sturdy bow in hand. 
Come striding towards him, his cheek grew pale, 
His knees refused their ofiice, and I thought 
He would have sunk against the mountain side. 
Then, touch'tl with pity for him, I advanced. 
Respectfully, and said, " 'Tis I, my lord," 
But ne'er a sound could he compel his lips 
To frame in answer. Only with hi3 hand 
He beckoned me in silence to proceed. 
So 1 pass'd on, and sent his train lo seek him. 

Hedw. He trembled, then, before you? Woe the while 
You saw his weakness; that he'll ne'er forgive. 

Tell. I shun him, therefore, and he'll not seek me. 

Hedw. But stay away lo-day. Go hunt instead 1 

Tell. What do you fear? 

Hedw. I am uneasy. Stay! 

Tell. Why thus distress yourself without a cause? 

Hedw. Because there is no cause. Tell, Tell I stay here! 

Tell. Dear wife, I gave my promise I would go. 

Hedw. Must you, — then go. But leave the boys with me. , 

Walt. No, mother dear, I go with father, I. 

Hedw. How, Walter I will you leave your mother then? 

Walt. I'll bring you pretty tilings from grandpapa. 

lExil with his fatktr. 

Wilh. Mother, I'll stay with you I 

Hedw. (embracing him). Yes, yes ! thou art 

My own dear child. Thou'rt all that's left to me. 

[She goes to the gale of the court mid looks aturiouily ' 
after Tell and her son for a considerablt tinu. 
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Enter Bertha in a hunting dress. Immediately afterwardi 

RUDEHZ 

Berth. He follows me. Now, then, to speak my mind I 
RuD, (entering hastily). 
At length, dear lady, we have met alone 
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In this wild dell, with rocks on every side. 
No jealous eye can watch our interview. 
Now let my heart throw off this weary silence. 

Berth. But are you sure ihey will not follow us 

RUD. See, yonder goes the chase! Now, then, or 
I must avail me of this precious chance, — 
Must hear my doom decided by thy lips. 
Though it shouJd part me from thy side for ever. 
Oh, do not arm that gentle face of thine 
With looks so slern and harsh I Who — who am I, , 
That dare aspire so high, as unto thee? 
Fame hath not stamp'd toe yet ; nor may I take 
My place amid the courtly throng of knights. 
That, crown'd with glory's lustre, woo thy smiles. 
Nothing have I to offer, but a heart 
That overflows with truth and love for thee. 

Berth, (sternly and with severity). And dare you sp( 
to me of love — of truth ? 
You, that are faithless to your nearest tics ! 
You, that are Austria's slave — bartered and sold 
To her — an alien, and your country's tyrant ! 

RttD. How! This reproach from thee! Whom do I s 
On Austria's side, my own beloved, but thee? 

Berth. Think you to find me in the traitor's raaks? 
Now, as I live, I'd rather give my hand 
To Gessler's self, all despot though he be. 
Than to the Switzer who forgets his birth, 
And stoops to be a tyrant's servile tool. 

Rt;D. Oh heaven, what words are these? 

Berth. Say I what can [ 

Nearer the good man's heart than friends and kindred? 
What dearer duty to a noble soul, 
Than to protect weak suffering innocence. 
And vindicate the rights of the oppress'd? 
My very soul bleeds for your countrymen. 
I suffer with them, for I needs t.ust love them; 
They are so gentle, yet so full of power; 
They draw my whole heart to them. Every day 
1 look upon them with increased esteem. 
But yOtt, whom nature and your knightly vow. 
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Have given them as their natural protector. 
Yet who desert them and abet their foes 
In forging shackles for your native land, 
You — you incense and wound me to the cort 
It tries me to the utmoit not to hate you, 

RuD. Is not Kiy country's welfare all my wish? 
What seek I for her, but lo purchase peace 
'Neaih Austria's potent sceptre? 

Berth. Bondage, rather! 

You would drive freedom from the last stronghold 
That yet remains for her upon the earth. 
The people know their own true int'rests better: 
Their simple natures are not warp'd by show. 
But round your head a tangling net is wound. 

Rdd. Bertha, you hate me — you despise n 

Berth. 
And if I did, 'twere better for my peace. 
But to see him despised and despicable, — 
The man whom oae might love — 

Run. Oh, Benha! 

Show me the pinnacle of heavenly bliss, 
Then, in a moment, hurl me to despair ! 

Berth. No, no 1 the noble is not all extinct 
Within you. It but slumbers,— I will rouse it. 
It must have cost you many a 6ery struggle 
To crush the virtues of your race within you. 
But, Heaven be praised, 'tis mightier than yourself. 
And you are noble in your own despite 1 

Run. You trust me, then ? Oh, Bertlia, with thy love 
What might I not become ! 

Berth. Be only that 

For which your own high nature destin'd you. 
Fill the positioa you were born to fill; — 
Stand by your people and your native land — 
And battle for your sacred ri^ts I 

RuD. Alast 

How can I win you — bow can you be mine. 
If I take arms against the Emperor? 
Will not your potent kinsmen interpose. 
To dictate the disposal of your hand? 
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Berth. All my estates lie in the Forest Cuitom; 
And I an: free, when Switzerland ts free. 

RuD. Oh I whst a prospect. Bertha, hast thou shown rael 

Berth. Hope not to win my hand by Austria's grace; 
Fain would they lay their grasp on my estates, 
To swell the vast domains which now they hold. 
The selfsame lust of conquest, that would rob 
You of your liberty, endangers mine. 
Oh, friend, I'm mark'd for sacrifice: — to be 
The guerdon of some parasite, perchance I 
They'll drag me hence to the Imperial court. 
That hateful haunt of falsehood and intriguCi 
And marriage bonds 1 loathe await me there. 
Love, love alone — your love can rescue me. 

Run. And thou couldat be content, love, to UvQ bere; 
In my own native land to be my own? 
Oh, Bertha, all the yearnings of my loul 
For this great world and its tumultuous strife, 
What were they, but a yearning after thoe? 
In glory's path 1 sought for thee alone, 
And all my thirst of fame was only love. 
But if in this calm vale thou canst abide 
With me, and bid earth's pomps and pride adietv 
Then is the goal of my ambition won; 
And the rough tide of the tempestuous world 
May dash and rave around these firm-set hills I 
No wandering wishes more have I to send 
Forth to the busy scene that stirs beyond. 
Then may these rocks, that girdle us, extend 
Their giant walls impenetrably round. 
And this sequestered happy vale alone 
Look up to heaven, and be my paradise 1 

Berth. Now art thou all my fancy dream'd of f 
My trust has not been given to thee in vain. 

Run. Away, ye idle phantoms of my folly; 
In mine own home I'll find my happiness. 
Here, where the gladsome boy to manhood grew, 
Where ev'ry brook, and tree, and mountain peal^J 
Teems with remembrances of happy hours. 
In mine own native land thou wUt be mine. 
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Ah, I have ever loved it well, I feel 

How poor without il were all earthly joys. 

Berth. Where should we look for happiness OD earth. 
If not in this dear land of innocence? 
Here, where old truth hath its familiar home. 
Where fraud and guile are strangers, envy ne'er 
Shall dim the sparkling fountain of our bliss. 
And ever bright the hours shall o'er us glide. 
There do I see thee, iii true manly worth, | 

The foremost of the free and of thy peers. 
Revered with homage pure and unconstrain'd. 
Wielding a power that kings might envy thee. 

Run. And thee I sec, thy sex's crowning gem. 
With thy sweet woman's grace and wakeful low. 
Building a heaven for me within my home, ' 

And, as the spring-time scatters forth her flowers, 
Adorning with thy charms my path of hfe. 
And spreading joy and sunshine all around. 

BEkTH. And this it was, dear friend, that caused my grie^ 
To see thee blast this life's supremest bliss 
With thine own hand. Ah! what had been my fate. 
Had I been forced to follow some proud lord. 
Some ruthless despot, to his gloomy keep I 
Here are no keeps, here are no bastion'd walls 
To part me from a people 1 can bless. 

RuD. Yet, how to free myself; to loose the coils 
Which I have madly twined around my head? ' 

Berth. Tear them asunder with a man's resolve. I 

Whate'er ensue, firm by thy people stand ! 
It is thy post by birth. 

[Hauling horns are htord in Ihe distanct 
But hark! The chase! 
Farewell, — 'tis needful we should part — away! 
Fight for thy land : thou 6ghteM for thy love. 
One foe fills atl our souls with dread; Ihe blow 
That makes ooc frdc, emancipates ui all. 

[Extunt severaily. 
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III broad and lordr fields, xnd a]] the land 
Is like a gardcD fair to look npotL 

Walt. But. father, tell me. wherefore Imste we not 
Avajt to this delightful land, instead 
Of toiling here, and struggling as we do? 

Teix. The land is fair and bcimtifu] as Heaven; 
But they who till it »e»cr may enjoy 
The fruits of what they sow. 

Walt, Live they not free. 

As you do, on the land their faihers left them? 

Tell. The fiddj are all the bishop's or the king's. 

Walt. Bat they may freely hunt among the woods? 

Tell. The game is all the monarch's — bird and beast. 

Walt. But they, at least, may surely fish the streams? 

Tell. Stream, lake, and sea, all to the king helotif. 

Walt, Who is this kin^. of whom they're so afraid? 

Tux. He is the man who fosters and protects them. 

Walt. Have they not courage to protect themselves? 

Teli.. The neighbour there dare not his neighbour trasL 

Walt. I should want breathing room in such a land, . 
I'd rather dwell beneath the avalanches. J 

Tell. 'Tis better, child, to have these glacier peakis I 

Behind one's back, than evil-minded men ! ^ 

[They are about to pass on. 

Walt. Sec, father, see the cap on yonder pole! 

Tell. What is the cap to us? Come, let's begone, 

{As he is going, pRiESSUABirT. presenting his pUte, 
stops him. 

Frie£S. Stand, I command yon, in the Emperor's name I 

Tell, (seising the pike). What would ye? Wherefore 
do ye stop me ihiis? 

FiiESE. You've broke the mandate, and with us mtiat | 

LzUTB. You have not done obeisance to the c:^ 

Tax. Friend, let me go. 

FUESft. Away, away to prison! 

Walt. Father to prison. Help I [Calling to the side scmei^ 
This way, you men 1 
Good people, help! They're dragging him to prison! 
[RossFXMAKN the priest and the Saczistax, 
three other mtn, tnttr. 
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Sacus. What's here amiss? 

RfissEL. Why do you sehe this man? 

Fbiess, He is an enemy of the King — a traitor. 

Teu, {seiiii*tg Attn uiilh violence). A traitor, II 

RossEL. Friend, thou art wrong. 'Tia Tell, 

An honest man, and worthy citizen. 

Walt, (descries Furst and runs up to him). Grand- 
father, help, tbey want to seize my father I 

Friess, Away to prison I 

FOrst {rimning in). Stay. I offer baiL 

For God's sake, Tell, what is the matter here ? 

[Melchthal and Stauttacher enter. 

Leuth. He has contemn'd the Viceroy's sovereign 
power. 
Refusing fiatly to aclmowledgc it 

Staixit. Has Tell done this? 

Melch. Villain, you Icnow 'tis false! 

Leuth. He has not made obeisance to the cap. 

FURBT. And shall fo' this to prison? Come, my friend/ 
Take ray security, and let him go. 

Fbiess. Keep your security for yourself — you'll need it 
We only do our duty. Hence with him. 

Melch, (io the country peopU). This is too bed— shall we 
;tand by and sec 
Him dragged away before our very eyes? 

Saous. ^Ve are the strongest. Friends, endure it 
not, 
Our countrymen will back us to i man. 

Friess. Who dares resist the governor's commands? 

Other Three Peasants {running in). We'll help you. 
What's the matter? Down with them! 

[HiLDEGARD, MecHTHiLD and Elsbbtr return. 

Tell. Go, go, good people, I can help myself. 
Think you. had I a mind to use my strength. 
These pikes of their; should daunt me? 

Melch. {to Friesshardt). Only try — 

Try from our midst (o force him, if you dare. 

FiJRST and Stauff. Peace, peace, friends! 

Fbiess. (iourflji). Riot I Insurrection, ho! 

[Hunting-horns wilkoitt. 
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Women. The Governor! 

FuEss. {raising hii fcice). Rebellion! Mudny! 
Stadpf. Roar till you burst, knave! 
RossEL. and Melch. Will you hold your tongue? 
Fmess. {calling still lottder). Help, help, I say, the serv- 
ants of the law! 
FuKST. The Viceroy here ! Then we shall smart for this t 
[Enter Gessler on horseback, vnth a falcon on his 
ivrist : Rudolph der Harbas, Bertha, and Rudeni, 
and a numerous train of armed attendants, nko 
form a circle of lances round the whole stage. 
Has. Room for the Viceroy ! 

Gessl. Drive the clowns apart. 

Wliy throng the people thus? Who calls for help? 

[General silence. 
Who was it? 1 viill know. [Friesshardt steps forward. 

And who art thou? 
And why hast thou this man in custody? 

[pBlESSHAltDt steps forward. 
FuEss. Dread sir, I am a soldier of your guard. 
And siation'd sentinel beside the cap; 
This man I apprehended in the act 
Of passing it without obeisance due. 
So as you ordered. I arrested him, 
AVhereon to rescue him the people tried. 

Gbbsl. {after a pause). And do you. Tell, so lightly h 
your king, 
And me, who act as his viceregent here. 
That you refuse obeisance to the cap, 
I hung aloft to test your loyalty? 
I read in this a disa^ected spirit. 

Tell. Pardon me. good my lord ! The action spniag 
From inadvertence, — not from disrespect. 
Were I discreet, I were not WJlhelm Tell. 
Forgive me now — I'M not offend again. 
Gessl. (after a pause). I hear. Tell, you're a master i 
the bow,— 
From every rival bear the palm away. 

Walt. That's very truth, sir! At a hundred yards 
He'll shoot an apple for yeu off the tree. 
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Gessl. Is that boy thitw 

Telu Yes, my gracious lord 

Gessl. Hast any more of them? 

Tell. Two boys, my lord, 

Gessl. And, of the two, which dost thou love the 
most? 

Tell. Sir, both the boys are dear to me alike. 

Gessl. Then, Tell, since at a hundred yards thou canst 
Bring down the apple from the tree, thou shall 
Approve thy skill before me. Take ihy bow — 
Thou hast it there at hand — make ready, then, 
To shoot an apple from the stripling's head I 
But lake ibis counsel, — look well to thine aim. 
See, that thou hit'st the apple at the first. 
For, shouidst thou mias, thy head shall pay the forfeit. 

[All give signs of horror. 

Tell. What monstrous thing, my lord, is this you ask? 
What ! from the head of mine own child ! — No, no ! 
It cannot be, kind sir, you meant not that — 
God, in His grace, forbid I You couid not ask 
A father seriously to do that thing ! 

Gessl. Thou art to shoot an apple from his head I 
I do desire — command it so. 

Tell What, I ! 

Level my cross-bow at the darling head 
Of mine own child? No— rather let me die I 

Gessl. Or thou must shoot, or with thee dies the boy. 

Tell. Shall I become the murderer of my child I 
You have no children, sir — ^you do not know 
The tender throbbings of a father's heart 

Gessl. How now, Tell, on a sudden so discreet? 
I had been told thou wert a visionary, — 
A wanderer from the paths of common men. 
Thou lov'st the marvellous. So have 1 now 
Cull'd out for thee a task of special daring. 
Another man might pause and hesitate; — 
Thou dashest at it, heart and soul, at once. 

Berth. Oh. do not jest, my lord, with ihese poor souls! 
See, how they tremble, and how pale they look, 
So little used arc they to hear thee jest. 
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Gesk„ Wlio tells thee that I jest? 

^Grasping a branch above JiXs 
Here is the apple. 
Room there, I say! And let him take his distance- 
Just eighty paces, — as the custom is, — 
Not an inch more or less I It was his boast. 
That at a hundred he could hit his man. 
Now, archer, to your task, and look you miss not I 
Ha». Heavens! this grows serious— down, boy. on yotir ' 
knees, 
And beg the governor to spare your life. 
FOhst (aside to Melchthal, who can scarcely restrain his 
indignation). Command yourself, — be calm, I beg of 

Bertha (to the governor). Let this suffice you, airl It U 
inhuman 
To trifle with a father's anguish thus. 
AlthouEh this wretched man had forfeited 
Both life and limb for such a slight offence. 
Already has he sufTer'd tenfold death. 
Send him away uninjured to his home; 
He'll know thee well in future; and this hour 
He and his children's children will remember. 

Gessi» Open a way there — quick! Why this delay? 
Thy life is forfeited ; I might dispatch thee. 
And see, I graciously repose thy fate 
Upon the skill of thine own practised hand. 
No cause has he to say his doom is harsh. 
Who's made the master of his destiny. 
Thou boastest thine unerring aim. 'Tie wcIII 
Now is the fitting time to show thy skill ; 
The mark is worthy and the prize is great 
To hit the bull's eye in the tarf t ; — that 
Can many another do as welt as thou; 
But he, methinks, is master of his craft. 
Who can at all times on his skill rely, 
Nor lets his heart disturb or eye or hand. 

FOrst. My lord, we bow to your authority; 
But oh, let justice yield to mercy here. 
Take half my property, nay, take it alli 
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But spare a father tliis unnatural doom I 

Walt. Grandfaiher, do not kneel to that bad man I 
Say, where am I to stand? 1 do not fear; 
My father strikes the bird upon the wing, 
And will not miss now when 'twonld harm his boy 1 

Staufp. Does the child's innocence not touch your hurt? 

RosBEL, Belhink you, sir, there is a God in heaven. 
To whom you must account for all your deeds. 

Gessl, {foinling to the boy). Bind him to yonder lime 
tree! 

Walter. Whatl Bind me? 
N'o. I will not be bound I I will be still. 
Still as a lamb — nor even draw my brcsthl 
But if you bind me. I can not be still. 
Then I shall writhe and struggle with my bonds. 

Hah. But let your eyes ai least be bandaged, boy! 

Walt. And why my eyes? No! Do you think I fear 
An arrow from my father's hand ? Not I ! 
I'll wait it firmly, nor so much as wink! 
Quick, father, show them what thy bow can do. 
He doubts thy skill— he thinks to ruin us. 
Shoot then and hit, though but to spite the tyrant I 

[He goes lo Ike lime tree, and an apple is plaetd on 
his head. 

Melcb. ((0 the country ptoplt). What ! Is this outrage to 
be perpetrated 
Before our very eyes? Where ts our oath? 

Stauff. Resist we cannot! Weapons we have none. 
And see the wood of lances round usj See! 

Melch. Oh ! would to heaven that we had struck at onc« t 
God pardon those who counseU'd the delay! 

Gessu {to Tell). Now lo your task! Men bear not 
arms for naught. 
To carry deadly tools is dangerous, 
And on th« archer oft his shaft recoils. 
This right, these haughty peaiant churls assume, 
Trenches upon their master's privileges: 
None should be armed, but those who bear command. 
It pleases you to carry bow and bolt ; — ■ 
Well, — be it so. I will prescribe the mark. 
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Gesgl. (astonished). How? Has he ahot? Tbemadnuui! 
BuTH. Worthy f»tb«r^~ 

Pray you, compose yourself. The boy's alive. 
Walter (runs in with the apple). Here Ii the 
falhert Well I knew 
You would not harm your boy 

[Tell stands vnth his body bent forwards, as if still 
following the arrow. His bow drops from his 
hand. When he sees She boy advancing, he 
hitstcns to meet him with open arms, and, embrac- 
ing him passionately, sinks down with him quite 
exhausted. All crowd round them deeply affected. 
Berth, Oh, ye kind Heavens! 

FurtST (to father and son). My children, my dear children! 
Stauff. God be praised! 

Leuth. Almighty powers! That was a shot inde^ll 
It will be talked of to the end of lime. 

Har. This feat of Tell, the archer, will be Wld 
Long as these mountains stand upon their bate. 

[Hands the apple to Gesslmx,' 
Gessl. By Heaven I the apple's cleft right through the core. 
It was a master shot, I must allow. 

RossEL. The shot was good. But woe to him who drove 
The roan to tempt his God by such a feat I 

Stauff. Cheer up, Tell, rise ! You've nob'y freed youi 
And now may go in quiet to your home. 

RoKEL. Come, to the mother let us bear her son I 

ITkey are abotu to lead Him 01 
Gessl. a word. Tell. 
Tell, Sir, your pleasure? 

Gesslek. Thou didst 

A second arrow in thy belt — nay, nay! 
I saw it well. Thy purpose with it? Speak! 
Tell (confused). It is a custom with all archers, sir, 
Gessl. No, Tell, I cannot let that answer pai 
There was some other motive, well I know. 
Frankly and cheerfully confess the truth, — 
Whatc'er it be, I promise thee thy life. 
Wherefore the second arrow? 
Tell. WeU, n^ lord, 
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Since you hav« promised not to take my life, 
I will, without reserve, declare the truth, 

[He draws ike arrow from kis bell, and fixts his tyes 
sternly upon the governor. 
If that my hand had struck my darling child, 
This second arrow I had aimed at you. 
And, be assured, I should not then have mijs'd. 

Gessl. Well, Tell, I promised thou shouldst have thy life; 
I gave my knightly word, and I will keep it. 
Yet, as I know the malice of thy thoughts, 
I'll have thee carried hence, and safely penn'd. 
Where neither sun nor moon shall reach thine eyes. 
Thus from ihy arrows I shall be secure. 
Seize on him. guards, and bind him! [They bind him. 

Stauff. How, my lord — 

How can you treat in .'ucli a way a man 
On whom God's hand has plainly been reveal'd? i 

Ges5L. Well, let us see if it will save him twice 1 | 

Remove him to my ship; I'll follow straight. 
At Kussnacht I will see him safely lodged. 

RossEL, You dare not do't. Nor durst the Emperor's self 
So violate our dearest chartered rights. 

Gessl. Where are they? Has the Emp'ror confirm 'd 
them? 
He never has. And only by obedience 
May you that favour hope to win from him. 
You are all rebels 'gainst the Emp'ror's power, — 
And bear a desperate and rebellious spirit, 
1 know you all — I see you through and through. 
Him do I single from amongst you now. 
But in hiB guilt you all participate. 
If you are wise, be silent and obey! 

[Ejrit, follotved by Bebtiia, Rudehz, Hamlas, and 
attendants. Friesshabdt and Leutmold remain. 

FOrst {in violent anguish). All's over nowl He is re- 
solved to bring 
Destruction on myself and all my house. 

Stauff. {to Tell). Oh. why did you provokft the tyrant's 
rage? 

Tbll. Let him be calm who feels the pangs I felt 
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They surely see some vessel in distress. 

And toll the bell that we may pray foe it [Ascends a t 

Fisher. Woe to the bark that now pursues its course, 
Rock'd in the cradle of these slorm-tost waves! 
Nor helm nor steersman here can aught avail; 
The storm is master. Man is like a ball, 
Toss'd 'twixt the winds and billows. Far or near, 
No haven offers him its friendly shelter! 
Without one ledge to grasp, the sheer smooth rocks 
Look down inhospitably on his despair, 
And only tender him iheir flinty breasts. 

EoY {caUittg from above). Father, a ship: from Flijelea.l 
bearing down. 

FisriEH. Heaven pity the poor wretches I When the stonsfl 
Is once entangled in this strait of ours, 
It rages like some savage beast of prey, 
Struggling against its cage's iron bars! 
Howling, it seeks an outlet — all in vain; 
For the rocks hedge it round on every side, 
Walling the narrow gorge as high as Heaven. 

[He ascends a clU 

Bov. It is the Governor of Uri's ship ; 
By its red poop I know it, and the flag. 

Fisher. Judgments of Heaven! Ves, it is he himself, 
It is the Governor! Yonder he sails, 
And with him bears the burden of his crimes. 
The avenger's arm has not been slow to itrike ! 
Now over him he knows a mightier lord. 
These waves yield no obedience to his voice. 
These rocks bow not their heads before his cap. 
Boy, do not pray ; stay not the Judge's arm I 

Boy. I pray not for the Governor, I pray 
For Tell, who's with him there on board the ship. 

Fisher. Aias. ye blind, unreasoning elements I 
Must ye, in punishing one guilty head. 
Destroy the vessel and the pilot too? 

Bov, See, see, they've clear'd the Bugglsgrat;" 

The blast, rebounding from the Devil's Minster," 
» £«c1m od IU (hMe of dM lAke al Lubbbb. 
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Hh driven them back on the Great Axenbcrg.' 
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Fisher. The Hakmcsser" 

Is there, that's founder'd many a gallant ship. 
If they should fail to double that with skill, 
Their bark will go to pieces on the rocks. 
That hide their jagged peaks bebw the lake. 
The best of pilots, boy. they have on board. 
If man could save them. Tell Is just the man. 
But he is manacled both hand and foot. 

[Enter Wiliielm TcLt., v/ith his cross-bow. He tnters 
precipitately, looks tvildly round, and testifies the 
most violent agitation. When he reaches the 
centre of the stage, he thro-MS himself upon his 
knees, and stretches out his hands, first towards 
the earth, then towards Heaven. 
Boy {obsennitg him). Sec, father! A man on's knees, 

who can it be ? 
Fisher. He clutches at the earth with both his hands. 
And looks as though he were beside himself. 

Boy {ad-!-oncing). What do I see? Come father, come and 

look! 
FiSHEK. (approaches). Who is it?God in Heaven! WhatI 

Wilhelm Tell I 
How came you hither? Speak, Tell ! 
Boy. Were you not 

In yonder ship, a prisoner, and in chains? 

Fisher. Were they not carrying you to Kussnacht, 

Tell? 
Tell (rising). I am released. 

Fisher, and Boy, Released, ob miracle I 

Boy. Whence came you here? 
Teu- From yonder vessel! 

Fisher. ' What? 

Boy, Where is the Viceroy? 

Tell. Drifting on the waves. 

Fisher. Is't possible? But youl How are you here? 
How 'scaped you from your fetters and the storm? 
Tell. By God's most gracious providence. Attend. 
F16HER. and Boy. Say on, say on I 
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Did not 3roii abo take the oath u Rootli ? 
I beard yotti nainc, metiiiiiks. 

FisBEK. Yes, I was then; 

And took the oath of the confederacy. 

Tax. Then do me thit one f aroar ; speed b 
My wife is anxious at my absence — tell her 
Thai I am free, and in secure conceakncnL 

FisHEK. But whither shall I tell her jon hare lied? 

Tell. YouII find her father with her, and soi 
Who took the oath with you upon the Rootli; 
Bid them be resolute, and strong of heart, — 
For Tell is free and master of his arm; 
They shall hear further tiewi of me ere long. 

FiSHEit. What have you, then, in view? Cotne. tell me 

Teu- When once 'tis done, 'twill be in every raowh. iEril. 

FiSHEK. Show him the way, boy. Heaven be his support! 

Wliate'er be has resolved, he'll execute. {Ejnt. 
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SCI2IE II. — Baronial • 



OR of Allmgluiuim. Tkt Bakoh mpom « 

t FG-isT. STAtirfAf HCK. MnxaiBAU, mmd 

allenditig round him. Waltix Tiu. kiUflMe 



FCrst. All now is over with htm. He is gone. 

Staupp. He lies not like one dead. The feather, sec. 
Moves on his lips! His sleep is very calm, 
And on his features plays a placid smile. 

[Baumgakten' goes to Ihe door and sfeakt mtk it 



FuRsr. Who's there? 

Baum. (rclurning). Tell's wife, your dau^ter, she itisisis 
That she must speak with you, and see her boy. 

[Walter Teu. rises, 
FOrst. I who need comfort — can I comfort her? 
Does every sorrow centre on my head? 
Hn>w. (forcing her way •»). Where is my child? 

band met I must see him. 
SrAtJFF. Be calm ! Reflect, you're in the houte of deatb ! 
Hedw. (falling upon htr boys neck). My Walter 1 Oh, 
he yet is mine ! 
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Walt. Dear mother! 

Hedw. And is it surely so? Art thou unhurt? 

[Casing at hitn with anxious tendemet^ 
And is it possible he aini'd at thee? 
How could he do it ? Oh, he has no heart — 
And he could wing an arrow at his child I 

FtJHST. His soul was rack'd with anguish when he did i 
No choice was left him, but to shoot or die I 

Hedw. Oh, if he had a father's heart, he would 
Have sooner perish 'd by a thousand deaths ! 

Stauff. You should be grateful for God's gracious care. 
That ordered things so weli. 

Hedw. Can I forget 

What might have been the issue f God of Heaven, 
Were I to live for centuries. I still 
Should see my boy tied up, — his father's mark, — 
And still the shaft would quiver tn my heart. 

Melch. You know not how the Viceroy taunted him 1 

Hedw, Oh, ruthless heart of man I Offend Ills pride. 
And reason in his breast forsakes her seat; 
In his blind wrath he'll stake upon a cast 
A child's existence, and a mother's heart I 

Baum. Is then your husband'^ fate not hard enough. 
That you embitter it by such reproaches? 
Have you not feeling for his sufferings? 

Hedw, (^turning to him and gazing ful! upon kim). 
Hast thou tears only for thy friend's distress? 
Say, where were you when he — my noble Tell — 
Was bound in chains? Where was your friendship then? I 
The shameful wrong was done before your eyes; 
Patient you stood, and let your friend be dragg'd. 
Ay, from your very hands. Did ever Tell 
Act thus to you? Did he stand whining by. 
When on your heels the Viceroy's horsemen press'd. 
And full before you roared the storm-toss'd lake? 
Oh not with idle tears his pity show'd; 
Into the boat he sprang, forgot his home. 
His wife, his children, and delivered thee! 

FuR&T. It had been madness to attempt bis rescue, 
Uoarm'd and few in numbers as we wcfs? 
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On their own charge, without the nobles' aU— 
Relied so much on their o*ti proper strength? 
Nay then, indeed, they want our help no more; 
Wc may go down to death cheer'd by the thought. 
That after us the majesty of man 
Will live, and be maintain'd by other hands. 

IHe lays his hand upon ike head of the chU4 i 
is kneeling before him. 
From this boy's head, whereon the apple lay. 
Your new and better liberty shall spring; 
The old is crumbling down — the limes are changing — 
And from the ruins blooms a fairer life. 

Stautt. (Io Fubst). See, see, what splendour i 
around his eye I 
This is not Nature's last expiring flame, 
It is the beam of renovated life, 

Attinc. From their old towers the nobles are d 
And swearing in the towns the civic oath. 
In Uffchtland and Thurgau the work's begun; 
The noble Berne lifts her commanding head. 
And Frcyburg is a stronghold of the free; 
The stirring Zurich calls her guilds to arms; — 
And now, behold! — ihe ancient might ol kin^s 
Is shiver'd 'gainst her everlasting walls. 

[He speaks nhal follows with a prophetic t 
utterance rising into entkusiaim. 
I see the princes and their haughty peers, 
Clad all in sieel, come striding on to crush 
A harmless shepherd race with mailed hand. 
Desp'raic the conflict; 'tis for life or death; 
And many a pass will tell to after years 
Of glorious victories sealed in foeman's blood." 
The peasant throws himself with naked breas^ 
A willing victim on their serried spears; 

•> An alhiiioii Id Ihe eBlUnt o-K-dcTotion ol Arnold Slnlhin of WlitM- 
ried, at Ibc InilVc of Sfmpach [gtb Jul;, ijSfi], •'bo broki the Aunrian 
pbilins bv ruthing on thc'r lincti. grupinf bi mvi)' of tbcm as be eauM 
rocli, ind conccnlntini 'thnn upoD hit brcjM. Thr confidtTtia niikcd 
fonnrd ihroiif;h iht gap Ihui oprord by tbr satrifict of iheii com ridt. 

of nic licld. " Dcit and Calthful canfcdtTStc*, I will OMO you ■ paMut 
Proltci my wife and ebiliiica," »eie the word* ol WiDkelricd, atbc 
nuhed to deatb. 
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They yield — the flower of chivalry's cot down. 
And Freedom waves her conquering banrer high. 

[Grasps the hands of Walter Fuhst and Stauf* ] 

7 AC HER. 

Hold fast together, then, — for ever fast! 
Let f rfedom's haunts be one in heart and mind ! 
Set watches on your mountain tops, that league 
May answer league, when comes the hour to stiike. 
De one — be one — be one— 

[He falls back ufion the cushion. His lifeless handt 
continue to grasp those of FOrst and Stauw- 
FACHER, who regard him for some moments in 
silence, and then retire, overcome with sorrow. 
Meanwhile the servants have quietly pressed mta 
the chamber, testifying different degrees of grief. 
Some kneel down beside him and weep on Mt 
body: while this scene is passing, the castle bell 
tolls. 
Ruo. {entering hurriedly). Lives he? Oh say, cui hei 

still hear my voice ? 
FuRST. (averting his face). You are our seignior and I 
protector now; 
Henceforth this castle bears another name. 
Ruo. {gacitig at the body with deep emotion). Oh, GodI } 
Is my repentance, then, too late? 
Could he not Uve some few brief moments more, 
To iee the change that has come o'er my heart? 
Oh, I was deaf to his true counselling voice, 
While yet he walked on earth. Now lie is goue,^ 
Gone, and for ever, — leaving me the debt — 
The heavy debt I owe him — undischarged I 
Oh, tell me ! did he part in anger with me ? 

Stauff. When dying, he w*» told what you had done. 
And hiess'd the vulour that inspired your words ! 
Rtni. {kneeling doivn beside the dead body). Yes, sacred ] 
relics of a man beloved 1 
Tbon lifeless corpse! Here, on thy death-cold hand 
Do T abjure all foreign ties for ever ! 
And to my country's cause devote myself. 
I am a Switzer, and will act as one^ 
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With my whole heart and souL [R««. 

Mourn for our friend, 

Our common parent, yet be not disma/d! 
'Tis not atone his lands that I inherit, — 
His heart — his spirit have devolved on me ; 
And my young arm shall execute the task. 
Which in his hoary age he could not pay. 
Give me your hands, ye venerable sires! 
Thine, Melchthal. tool Nay. do not hesitate. 
Nor from me turn distrustfully away. 
Accept my plighted vow — my knightly oath ! 

FuKST. Give him your hands, my friends ! A heart 1 
his. 
That sees and owns its error, claiins our trust. 

Mklch. You ever held the peasantry in scorn. 
What surety have we, that you mean us fair? 

Run, Oh, think not of the error of my youth 1 

Staufp. (/o Melcu.). Be one! They were our fati 
lUest words. 
See they tie not forgotten I 

Mklcb. Take my hand, — 

A peasant's band, — and with it, noble sir. 
The gage and the assurance of a man ! 
Without us, sir, what would the nobles be? 
Our order is more ancient, too, ihao yours I 

RuD. I honour it — will shield it with my sword * 

Melcei. The arm, ray lord, that tames the stubborn « 
And makes its bosom blossom with increase. 
Can also shield its owner's breast at need. 

Run. Then you shall shield my breast, and I will ) 
Thus each be slrepethen'd by the other's strength. 
Yet wherefore talk ye, while oiir native land 
Is still to alien tyranny a prey? 
First let us sweep the foemen from the soil, 
Then reconcile our difference in peace! 

[After a moment's f 
How ! You are sUent ! Not a word for me ? 
And have I yet no title to your trust? — 
Then must I force my way, despite your will, 
Into the League you secretly have form'd. 
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Yon've held a Diet on the Rootli,— I 
Know this, — know all that Was transacted there; 
And though not trusted with your secret, I 
Have kept it closely like a sacred pledge. 
Trust me — I never was my country's foe. 
Nor would I ever have against you stood! 
Yet you did wrong — to put your rising off. 
Time presses! We must strike, and swiftly too! 
Already Tell is lost through your delay. 

Stauff. We swore that we should wait till Christmastide. 

RuD. I was not there, — I did not take the oath. 
If you delay, I will not I 

Melch. What! You would — 

RuD. I count me now among the country's chiefs. 
And my first duty is to guard your rights. 

FuRST. Your nearest and holiest duty is 
Within the earth to lay these dear remains. 

Rua. Wlien we have set the country free, we'll place 
Our fresh victorious wreaths upon his bier. 
Oh, my dear friends, 'tis not your cause alone I — 
I with the tyrants have a cause to fight. 
That more concerns myself. My Bertha's gone, 
Has disap^ar'd, — been carried off by stealth, — 
Stolen from amongst us by their ruffiaa hands! 

Staupp. So fell an outrage has the tyrant dared 
Against a lady free and nobly born ! 

Run. Alas ! my friends, I promised help to you. 
And I must first im-jlore it for myself I 
She that I love, is stolon — is forced away. 
And who knows where she's by the tyrant hid. 
Or with what outrages his ruffian crew 
May force her into nuptials she detests ? 
Forsake me not I — Oh, help me to her rescuel 
She loves you ! Well, oh well, has she deserved. 
That all chould rush lO arms in her behalf 1 

Stauff. What course do you propose? 

Rl'd. Alas! I know not. 

Xn the dark mystery that shrouds her fate, — 
In the dread agony of this suspense, — 
Where I can grasp at nought of certainty,— 

Vol. 28—15 BC 
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One nngle raj of comfort beami upon ■& 
From out tbe ruins of ibr tyrant'* powcr 
Alone can she be rescued from the grave 
Their strongholds must be kvelid, every ooe; 
Ere we can penetrate her dungeon walJs. 

MuxH. Come, lead us on ! We follow ! Wl^ dej 
Until to-morrow, what to-day may do? 
Tell's arm was free when we at Rootii twore. 
This fotil enormity was yet undone. 
And change of circumstance brings change of vow; 
Who siich a coward as to waver still ? 

RuD. ((o Walteb Fubst). Meanwhile to anns, and n-ait 
in readiness 
The fiery signal on the mountain tops ! 
For swifter than a boat can scour the lake 
Shall you have ti<}ings of our victory; 
And when you see the welcome flames ascend 
Then, like the lightning, swoop upon the foe. 
And lay the despots and their creatures low I 
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Scmi ni. — Tkt pail near KSitnacht, ttoping doVH from btl 

trilh roekt en ei'lktr lidt. Tkt IravtUeri art vitible mptm tA# 
keighli. brfort Ihey appear on tkt itagw. Roekt all rowid tihf 
stage. Upon ont of tha lortmou a projeesmg tliff overgnwm 
with bruihoMod 

Tell, (enters ivilk hh cross-bow). Through this ravine 
he needs must come. There is 
No other way to Kiissnacht. Here III do it I 
The ground is everything I could desire. 
Yon elder bush will hide me from his view, 
And from that point my shaft is sure to hit 
The strailness of the gorge forbids pursuit 
Now, Gessler. balance thine account with Heavenl 
Thou must away from earth, — thy sand is run. 

Quiet and harmless was the life I led. 
My bow was bent on forest game alone; 
No thoughts of murder rested on my souL 
But thou hast scared me from my dream of peace; 
The millc of human kindness thou hast tum'd 
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To rankling poison in my breast; and made 
Appalling deeds familiar to my soul. 
He who could make his own child's head his mark, 
Can speed his arrow to his foeman's heart. 

My boys, poor innocents, my loyal wife, 
Must be protected, tyrant, from thy rage! 
When last I drew my bow — with trembling hand— 
And thou, with fiendishly remorseless glee 
Forced me to level at my own boy's head, 
When I, imploring pity, writhed before thee. 
Then in the anguish of my soul, I vow'd 
A fearful oath, which met God's ear alone. 
That when my bow next wing'd an arrow's flight. 
Its aim should be thy heart The vow I made, 
Amid the hellish torments of that moment. 
I hold a sacred debt, and I will pay it. 

Thou art my lord, ray Emperor's delegate ; 
Yet would the Emperor not have stretch'd his power, 
So far as ihou hast done. He sent thee here 
To deal forth law — stern law — for he is wroth; 
But not to wanton' with luibridled will 
In every cruelty, with fiend-like joy: — 
There lives a God to punish and avenge. 

Come forth, thou bringer once of biller pangs, 
My precious jewel now, — my chiefest treasure — 
A mark I'll set thee, which the cry of grief 
Could never penetrate, — but thou shall pierce it^- 
And thou, my trusty bowstring, that so oft 
For sport has served me faithfully and weU, 
Desert mc not in this dread hour of need, — 
Only be true this once, my own good cord. 
That hast so often wing'd the biting shaft : — 
For shouldst thou fly successless from my hand, 
, I have no second to send after thee. 

[Travillers pass over tkt stage, 

I'll sit me down upon this bench of stone, 
[ Hewn for the way-worn iravcller'a brief repose — 
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For faerc there is no tioine. Men hurry past 

Each other, with quick step and careless took. 

Nor stay to questioD of their grief. Here goes 

The merchant, alt anxiety, — the pilgrim. 

With scanty furnished scrip, — the pious monk. 

The scowUng robber, and the jovial player, 

TTie carrier with his heavy-laden horse. 

That conies to us from the far haunts of moi; 

For every road conducts to the world's end. 

They all push onwards — every man intent 

On his own several business — mine is murder. [^^H 

Time was, ray dearest children, when with joy 
You haii'd your father's safe return to home 
From his long mountain toils ; for, when he came 
He ever brought with him some little gift, — 
A lovely Alpine flower — a curious bird — 
Or elf-bolt such as on the hills are found. 
But now he goes in quest of other game. 
Sits in this gorge, with murder in his thoughts. 
And for his enemy's life-blood ties in wait. 
But still it is of you atone he thinks, 
Dear children. Tis to guard your innocence. 
To shield you from the tjrant's fell revenge. 
He bends his bow to do a deed of blood t [A 

Well — I am watching for a noble prey- 
Does not the huntsman, with unflinching heart. 
Roam for whole days, when winter frosts arc keen. 
Leap at tlie risk of death from rock to rock, — 
And climb the jagged, slippery steeps, to which 
His limbs are glued by his own streaming blood— 
And all to hunt a wretched chamois down? 
A far more precious prize is now my aim — 
The heart of that dire foe. who seeks my life. 

{Sprightly music heard w the distance, whick cm 
graduaiiy nearer. 

From my first years of boyhood I have used 
The bow — been [H-actised in the archer's feats; 
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The bull's eye many a time my shafts have hit. 
And many a goodly prize have I brought home 
From competitions. But this day I'll make 
My master-shoi, and win what's best to win 
In the whole circuit of our mountain range, 

lA bridal parly passes over the stage, and goes up 
the pass. Tell gases at it, leaning on his bow. 
He is joined by Stussi the Ranger. 

Stussi. There goes the cloister bailiff's bridal train 
Of Morlischachen. A rich fellow he! 
And has some half score pastures on the Alps. 
He goes to fetch his bride from Imisee. 
At Kiissnacht there will be high feast to-night — 
Come with us — ev'ry honest man is asked. 

Tell. A gloomy guest fits not a wedding feasl. 

Stussl If you've a trouble, dash it from your heart! 
Take what Heaven sends ! The times are heavy now, 
And we must snatch at pleasure as it flies. 
Here 'tis a bridal, there a burial. 

Tell, And oft the one close on the other treads. 

Stussi. So runs the world we live in. Everywhere 
Mischance befalls and misery enough. 
In Claras there has been a landslip, and 
A whole aide of the Glarnisch has fallen in. 

Tell. How! Do the very hills begin to quake? 
There is stability for nought on earth. 

Stussi. Of strange things, too, we hear from other parts. 
I spoke with one but now, from Baden come. 
Who said a knight was on his way to court. 
And, as he rode along, a swarm of wasps 
Surrounded him, and settling on his horse. 
So fiercely stung the beast, that it fell dead, 
And he proceeded to the court on foot. 

Tell. The weak are also furnish'd with a sling. 

Abugart {enters with several chUdren, and placet herself 
at the entrance of the pass). 

Stussj. 'Tis thought to bode disaster to the land,— 
Some horrid deeds against the course of nature. 

Tell. Why, every day brings forth such fearful deeds; 
There needs no prodigy to herald them. 
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Stussi. Ay, bappy he. who till* his fidd bi { 
And sits at home untroubled with his kin. 

Tell. The very meekest cannot be at peace 
1£ his ill neighbour will not let him rest. 

[Tell looks frequently mth re-ttUss ex ft 
towards Ike lop of the past. 
Stussi. So fare yon welt I You're waidag 

here? 
Tkll. I am. 

Stussi. God speed yoa safely to your h 

You are from Uri. are you oot? Hts grace 
The governor's expected Ihence to-day. 

TxAVU-i-ZK (entering). Look not to see dK govcroor to-day. 
The streams arc flooded by the heavy rains. 
And all the bridges have been swept away. [Tbu. rises. 
Abu. {coming foravrd). Gessler not coaiog? 

Snrssi. Want you anghi with him? 

Arm. Alas, I do I 

Stus&i. Why, thett, thus place joarseli 

Where you obstruct his passage down the pass? 
Amu. Here he cannot escape me. He mtst bear me. 
FuESS. {coming haslUy doa» tht fast amd coils ufon 
the stage). Make way, make wayl Uy lord, the 
governor. 
Is close behind me, riding down the foss. [Eirii Tell. 

Arm. {exc^dly). The Viceroy comesi 

[Skt goes ton-ards tkt pats utfh ktr cVldrtn, Gesslki 
attd Rudolph oex Habea: affear <m karse-^ack at 
tkt ufftr end of Ike past. 
Stl-ssi (to Fkiess.). How got ye through tba iminiii. 
When all the brides bare been carried down? 
Fkiess. We've fought, friend, witb die irmjiirK oo Ifac 
lake; 
An Alpine torrent's nothing after that. 

Stussi. Howl Were yon oot. tbeo, in that dwdf nl 

FUess. We were ! Ill not forget it while I lire. 
Snrssi. Suv, speak — 
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I can't — must to the castle haste, 

And tell them, that the Eovernor's at hand. [Ejeit. 

Stussi. If honest men, now, had been in the ship. 

It had gone down with every soul on board: — 

Some folks are proof 'gainst fire and water both. 

[Looking round. 

Where has the huntsman gone with whom I spoke? [Exit, 
Enter Gessler and Rudolph dzr Harhas on horseback, 
Gessl. Say what you will; I am the Emperor's liege; 

And how to please him my first thought must be. 

He did not send me here to fawn and cringe. 

And coax these boors into good humour. No! 

Obedience he must have. The struggle's this: 

Is king or peasant to be sovereign here? 

Abm. Now is the moment ! Now for ray petition I 
Gessl. 'Twas not in sport that I set up the cap 

In Altdorf — or to fry the people's hearts — 

All this I knew before, I set it Lp 

That they might learn to bend those stubborn necks 

They carry far too proudly — and I placed 

What well I knew their pride could never brook 

Full in the road, which they perforce must pass. 

That, when their eye fell on it, they might call 

That lord to mind whom they too much forget 

Har. But surely, sir, the people have some rights^ 
Gessl. This is no time to settle what they are. 

Great projects are at work, and hatching now. 

The Imperial house seeks to extend its power. 

Those vast designs of conquest which the sire 

Has gloriously begun, the son will end. 

This petty nation is a stumbling-block — 

One way or other, it must be put down. 

{They are about to pass en. Ahmgart throws herself 
doivn before Gessles. 
Arm. Mercy, lord governor I Oh, pardon, pardon I 
Gessl. Why do you cross me on the public road? 



Stand back, I say. 



My husband Ues in prison; 



Teix. Then Imow'st the markiman — I, and I aioae. 
Now are our homesteads free, and innocence 
From thee is safe: thou'lt be our curse no more. 

[Tell disaf pears. People rusk iK, 
Stussi. What is the matter? Tell me what has happen'd? 
Arm. The Viceroy's shot, — pierced by a cross-bow boltl 
PeOPtE (running in). Who has been shot? 

[iykile ike foremost of Ike marriage Party an 
comtHg OH Ike stage, tke hittdmosl are stiU upon 
the heights. The music continues. ' 

Has. He's bleeding fast to death. , 

Away, for help— pursue the murderer! 
Unhappy man, is this to be your end? 
You would not listen to my warning words. 
STtjEsi. By Heaven, his cheek is pale I Life's ebbing fast. 
Mary Voices. Who did the deed? , 

Hab. What I Are the people mw^ 

That they make music to a murder? Silence! ] 

[Music breaks off suddeHlv. People continue to Hock m. 
Speak, if you can, my lord. Have you no charge 
To trust me with ? 

[Gessleb makes signs n-ilk his hand, wkick ke repeats 
with vekemence, wken ke finds they are not 
understood. 

Where shall I take you to? 
To Kiissnacht? What you say I can't make out. 
Oh, do not grow impatient! Leave all thought 
Of earthly things and make your peace with Heaven. 

[The ttikole marriage parly gather round Ike dying 

Stussi. See there! how pale he grows! Death's gather- 
ing now 

About his heart ; — his eyes grow dim and glaied. , 

Asm. [holds up a ckiid). Look, children, how a tyrant 1 
dies! 

Har. Mad hag! I 

Have you no touch of feeling, that yonr eyes J 

Gloat on a sight so horrible as this? J 

Help me — take hold. What, will not one assist I 

To pull the torturing trrow irom his lueatti: M 
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Women. What I touch the man whom God's owr hand has 1 

struck! 
Har. ah curses light on you ! [Draws his sword. 

Stussi (seizes his arm). Gently, sir knight I 

Your power is at end. "Twere best forbear. 
Our country's foe has fallen. We will brook 
N'q further violence. We are free men. 
All. The country's free. 

Har. And is it come to this? 

Fear and obedience at an end so soon ? 

[To the soldiers of the guard who are throngiMg in. 
You see, my friends, the bloody piece of work 
Has here been done. 'Tis now too laie for help, 
And to pursue the murderer were vain. 
We've other things to think of. On to Kussnacht 
And let us save that fortress for ihe king! 
For in a moment such as this, all ties 
Of order, fealty and faith, are rent 
And we c^n trust to no man's loyalty. 

[As he is going out with the soldiers, six Fkatres 
MiSEKi CORDIS appear. 
Abu. Here comes the brotherhood of mercy. Room I 
Stussi. The victim's slain, and now the ravens stoop. 
Brotheks op MERtTk' (form a semicirdc round Ihe body, 
and sing in solemn tones). 
Death hurries on with hasty stride. 

No respite man from him may gain. 
He cuts him down, when Hfe's full tide 

Is throbbing strong in every vein. 
Prepared or not the call to hear. 
He must before his Judge appear. 
{Wkiie they are repeating Ihe two last lines, Ihe cut 
toin fails. 
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The banm fell upon my breast ; and then 
A ulcnt vow between us two was sworn, 
A vow that, welded in yon furnace heat. 
Will Ust through ev'ry shock of time and fate. 
FuasT, Where is the Landenberg? 
Melcb. Across the Brnn 

Twas not my fault he bore his sight away; 
He who had robb'd my father of his ejes I 
He fled — I followed — overtook him soon, 
And dragg'd him to my father's fecL The sword 
Already quiver'd o'er the caitiffs head. 
When from the pity of the blind old man. 
He wrung the life which, cravui-like, he begged. 
He swore Ukphede.** never to return: 
Hell keep his oath, for he has felt our arm. 

FOrst- Oh, well for you, you have not stain'd with t 
Our spotless victory! 
Childken (running across the stage mth fragments of 

wood). We're free! we're freet 
FuRST. Oh! what a joyous scene! These childres i 
Remember it when all their heads are grey, 

[Girls bring in Ike cap upon a pole. The taholt t 
is filUd Tvilk people. 
RcoDi, Here is the cap, to which we were to bowl 
Baum. What shall we do with it ? Do you decide I 
FuRST. Heavens! 'Twas beneath this cap ray grandson 

stood I 
Several Voices. Destroy the emblem of 
power! 
Let it be burnt ! 

FuBST. No. Rather be preserved; 

'Twas once the instrument of despots — now 
Twill of our freedom be a lasting sign. 

[Peasants, men, women, and children, tome s 

others silting upon the beams of the shattered 
scaffold, all picturesquely grouped, in a largt 
semicircle. 
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Melcr. Thus now, my friends, with light and meny 
hearts. 
We stand upon the wreck of tyranny ; 
And gloriously the work has been fulfilled. 
Which we at Rootii pledged ourselves to do. 

FiJasT. No, not fulfilled. The work h but begun; 
Courage and concord firm, we need tliem both; 
For, be assured, the king will make all speed, 
To avenge his Viceroy's death, and reinstate. 
By force of arms, the tyrant we've expelled, 

Melch. Why let htm come, with all his armaments I 
The foe's expelled, that press'd us from within. 
The foe without we are prepared to tneetF 

Rdodi. The passes to our Cantons are but few; 
These with our bodies we wia block, we will I 

Baum. Knit are we by a league will ne'er be rent. 
And all his armies shall not make us quail. 

[Enter Rosselmann and Stadftacbes. 

ROssEL. (sptaking as he enters). These are the swful 
judgments of the Lord I 

Pi^As. What is the matter? 

RossEL. In what times we live I 

FuRST. Say on, what is't? Ha, Werner, is it you? 
What tidings ? 

Peas. What's the matter? 

R6SSEL. Hear and wonder 1 

Stadff. Wc are released from one great cause of dread. 

RfissEX. The Emperor is murdered. 

FOrst. Gracious Heaven 1 

[Peasants rise up and throng round Stauffacher. 

All. Murder'dl— the Emp'ror? Whail The Emp'rorl 
Hearl 

Melch. ImpoEsiblel How came you by the news? 

Stahft. 'Tis true! Near Brock, by the 

King Albert fell. A most trustworthy man, 

John Miiller, from Schaffhausen, brought the news. 

FiJHST. Who dared commit so horrible a deed? 

Stauff. The doei makes the deed more dreadful 
stiU; 
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It was his nephew, his onn brother's son, 
Duke John of Austria, who stnick the blow. 

McLCB. What drove him to so dire a parrinde? 

Stauff. The Emp'ror kept his patrimony back, 
Despite his urgent importunities; 
'Twas said, he meant to keep it for himself. 
And with a mitre to appease the duke. 
However this may be, the duke gave car 
To the ill counsel of his friends in arms: 
And with the noble lords. Von Escbenbach, 
Von Tegerfeld, Von Wart and Palm, resolved. 
Since his demands for justice were despised. 
With his own hands to take revenge at least. 

FuKST, But say — the dreadful deed, how was it done? 

Staupf. The king was riding down from Stein to Baden, 
Upon his way to join the court at Rhcinfeld, — 
With him a train of high-bom gentlemen, 
And the young Princes John and Leopold ; 
And when they'd reach 'd ihe ferry of the Reuss, 
The assassins forced their way into the boat, 
To separate the Emperor from his suite. 
His highness landed, and was riding on 
Across a fresh plough'd field— where once, they saQrfl 
A mighty city stood in Pagan times — 
With Habsburg's ancient turrets full in sight. 
That was the cradle of his princely race. 
When Duke John plunged a dagger in his throat, 
Palm ran him thro' the body with his lance. 
And Eschenbach, to end him, clove his skull; 
So down he sank, all weltering in his blood. 
On his own soil, by his own kinsmen slain. 
Those on Ihe opposite hank beheld the deed. 
But, parted by Ihe stream, could only raise 
An unavailin)^ cry of loud lament. 
A poor old woman, sitting by the way. 
Raised him. and on her breast lie bled to death. 

Mrxcn. Thus has he dug his own untimely grave. 
Who sought insatiably to grasp it all. 

Stauff, The coimtry round is fill'd with dire alarm. 
The passes are blockaded everywhere, 
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And sentinels on ev'ry frontier set; 

E'en ancient Zurich barricades her gafes^ 

That have stood open for these thirty yearai, 

Dreading the murd'rers and th' avengers mow. 

For cruel Agnes comes, the Hungarian queen. 

By all her sex's tenderness untouch 'd. 

Arm'd with the thunders of the ban, to wreak 

Dire vengeance for her parent's royal blood. 

On the whole race of those that murder'd hini, — 

Their servants, children, children's children, — ^yea, 

Upon the stones that bailt their castle walls. 

Deep has she sworn a vow to immolate 

Whole generations on her father's tomb. 

And bathe in blood as in the dew of May. 

Melch. Is't known which way the murderers have 
fled? 

Staufp. No sooner had they done the deed, than they 
Took flight, each following a different route. 
And parted ne'er to see each other more, 
Duke John must still be wand'ring in the mountains. 

FuRST. And thus their crime has borne no fruit for 
them. 
Revenge bears never fruit. Itself, it is 
The dreadful food it feeds on; its delight 
Is murder — its satiety despair. 

Stauff. The assassins reap no pro6t by their crime; 
But we shall pluck with unpolluted hands 
The teeming fruits of their most bloody deed. 
For we are ransomed from our heaviest fear; 
The direst foe of liberty has fallen. 
And, 'tis reported, that the crown will pass 
From Habsburg's house into another line; 
The empire is determined to assert 
Its old prerogative of choice, I hear. 

FOxST (and several others). Is any namod? 

Staoff. The Count of Luxeoibourg's 

Already chosen by the genera! voice, 

FuRST. 'Tis well we stood so staunchly by the Empire! 
Now we may hope for justice, and with cause. 

Stauff, The Emperor will need some valiant friends. 
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He will 'gainst Austria's vengeance be our shidd. 

[Tht peasantry embrace. Entrr Saourah 
Imperial messenger. 
Sacsis. Here arc the worthy chiefs of Switserlaadl 
RossEL. {and several others). Sacrist, i 
Sacxis. a courier brings this letted 

All {to Walter FOist). Open and read it 
Fi'RST (reading). "To the worthy i 

Of Uri, Schwytz, and Unterwald, the Queen 

Elizabeth sends grace and all good wishes," 
Many voices. What wants the queen with ns? Her r 

FCbst {reads). "In the great grief and doleful i 

In which the bloodj exit of her lord 

Has plunged the queen, still in her mind she bears 

The ancient faith and love of Switzerland." 

Melcb. She ne'er did that in her prosperity. 

RossEL. Hush, let us hear I 

FOrst {reads). "And she is well asstin^l 

Her people will in due abhorrence hold 
The perpetrators of this damned deed. 
On the three Cantons, iherefore, she relics, 
That they in nowise lend the murderers aid; 
But rather, that they loyally assist. 
To give them up to the avenger's hand. 
Remembering the love and grace which they 
Of old received from Rudolph's royal house." 

[Symptoms of dissatisfaction among Iht /#« 

Manv voices. The love and grace I 

Staufp. Grace from the father we, indeed, received. 
But what have we to boast of from the sou? 
Did he confirm the charter of our freedomi, 
As all preceding emperors had done? 
Did he judge righteous judgment, or afford 
Shelter, or stay, to innocence oppress'd? 
Nay. did he e'en give audience to the men 
We sent to lay our grievances before him? 
Not one of all these things did the king do, 
Aod had we not ourselves achieved our rights 
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By onr own stalwart hands, the wrongs we bore 
Had never toMch'd hira. Gratitude to him ! 
Within these vales he sowed no seeds of that; 
He stood upon an eminence — he might 
Have been a very father to his people. 
But all bis aim and pleasure was to raise 
Himself and his own house: and now may those 
Whom he has aggrandized, lament for him. 

FrusT. We will not triumph in his fail, nor now 
Hecall to mind the wrongs that we endured. 
Far bc't from us I Yet, liiat we should avenge 
The sovereign's death, who never did us good. 
And hunt down those who ne'er molested us. 
Becomes us not, nor is our duty. Love 
Must be a tribute free, and unconstrain'd ; 
From all enforced duties death absolves, 
And unto him we owe no further debt. 

Mf;i.CH, And if the queen laments within her bower, 
Accusing Heaven in sorrow's wild despair; 
Here see a people, from its anguish freed. 
To that same Heav'n send up its thankful praise. 
Who would reap tears, must sow the seeds of love. 

[Exit the Imperial courier. 

Stauff. (to the people'). But where is Tell? Shall he, 
our freedom's founder. 
Alone be absent from our festival? 
He did the most— endured the worst of alL 
Come — to his dwelling let us all repair. 
And bid the Saviour of our country hail ! {Exeunt otnnes. 



Hedwic, Walteb, and Wilbelu 
Heow, My own dear boys I your father comes t( 

He lives, is free, and we, and all are free ; 

The country owes its liberty to him! 

Walt. And I, too, mother, bore my part in it! 

I must be named with him. My father's shaft 



470 



SCHILLER 



I 
I 



Monk. And you are Tell ! Ah ! it is God's own hand. 
That hath ccnductpd me beneath your roof. 

TEtL (exatttining him closely). 
You are no monk. Who are you? 

Monk. You have slain 

The governor, who did you wrong, I, too. 
Have slain a foe, who robb'd me of my rights. 
He was no less your enemy than mine. 
I've rid the land of hira. 

Tell {drawing back). You are — oh, horror I 
In — children, children — in, without a word. 
Go, my dear wife I Got Go! Unhappy man. 
You should be — 

Hedw. Heav'ns, who iB it? 

Tell. Do not ask. 

Away I away ! the children must not hear it. 
Out of the house — away 1 You must not rest 
'Neath the same roof with this unhappy man I 

Hedw. Alas I What is it? Come. [Exit wilh the ckildre 

Tell (to the Monk), You are the Duke 

Of Austria— I know iL You have slain 
The Emperor, your uncle, and liege lord. 

John. He robb'd me of my patrimony. 

Tell. Howl 

Slain him — your king, your uncle ! And the earth 
Still bears you ! And the sun stiti shines on you I 

John. Tell, hear me, ere you — 

Tbll. Reeking, with the I 

Of him that was your Emperor, your kinsman, 
Dare you set foot within my spotless house. 
Dare to an honest man to show your face. 
And claim the rights of hospitality? 

John. I hoped to find compassion at your hands. 
You took, like me, revenge upon your foe! 

Tell. Unhappy man ! Dare you confound tlic crttne 
Of blood-imbrued ambition with the act 
Forced on a father in mere self-defence? 
Had you to shield your children's darling heads. 
To guard your fireside's sanctuary — ward off 
The last, the direst doom from all you loved? 
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To Heaven I raise tny unpolluted hands. 
To curse your act and you 1 I h&ve avenged 
That holy nature which you have profaned. 
I have no part with you. You murdered. I 
Have shielded all that was most dear to me. 

John, You cast rac off Co comfortless despairl 

Tell. I shrink vi'ith horror while I talk with yon. 
Hence, on the dread career you have begun I 
Cease to pollute the home of innocence 1 

[John turns to depart. 

John. I cannot and I will not live this life! 

Tell. And yet my soul bleeds for you, Gracious Heaven, 
So young, of such a noble line, the grandson 
Of Rudolph, once my lord and emperor. 
An outcast — murderer — standing at my door, 
The poor man's door — a suppliant, in despair ! 

[Covers his face. 

JOBti. If you have power to weep, oh let my fate 
Move your compassion — it is horrible. 
I am — say, rather was — a prince. I might 
Have been most happy, had I only curb'd 
Tht impatience of my passionate desires: 
But envy gnaw'd my heart — I saw the youth 
Of mine own cousin Leopold endow'd 
With honour, and enrich'd with broad domains, 
The while myself, of equal age with him. 
In abject slavish nonage was kept back. 

Tell. Unhappy man, your uncle knew you well. 
When from you land and subjects he withheld! 
You. by your mad and desperate act have set 
A fearful seal upon his M'ise resolve. 
Where are the bloody partners of your c 

John. Where'er the avenging furies may have borne them; 
I have not seen them since the luckless deed. 

Tell. Know you the Empire's ban is out, — that you 
Are interdicted to your friends, and given 
An outlaw'd victim to your enemies! 

John. Therefore 1 shun all public thoroughfares, 
And venture not to knock at any door — 
I turn my foouteps to the wilds, and through 
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The mouTitains roam, a terror to myself. 
From mine own self I shrink with horror bade, 
If in a brook I see my ill-starr'd fonn. 
If you have pity or a human heart — 

IFalls down before I 

Till. Stand up, stand up 1 1 say. 

John. Not till you ^ve 

Your hand in promise of assistance to me. 

Tell. Can 1 assist you? Can a sinful man? 
Yet get ye up — how black soe'er your crime — 
You arc a man. I, too, am one. From Tell 
Shall no one part uncomforted. I will 
Do all that lies within my power. 

John (springs up and grasps him ardently by Ike ham 
Oh, Tell, 
You save me from the terrors of despair. 

Tell, Let go my hand 1 You must away. You can s 
Remain here undiscover'd, and, discover'd, 
You cannot count on succour. Which way. then. 
Would you be going? Where do you hope to find 
A place of rest? 

John. Alas ! I know not where. 

Tell. Hear, then, what Heaven unto my heart sug{ 
You must to Italy,— to Saint Peter's City- 
There cast yourself at the Pope's feet, — confess 
Your guilt to him, and ease your laden soul I 

John. Will he not to the avengers yield me up? 

Telu Whate'er he does, accept it as from God. 

John. But how am I to reach that unknown land? 
I have no knowledge of the way, and dare not 
Attach myself to other travellers. 

Tell. I will describe the road, so mark me well I 
You must ascend, keeping along the Reuss, 
Which from the mountains dashes wildly down. 

John (ib alarm). What 1 See the Reuss? The witness 4 
my deed I 

Telu The road you fake lies through the river's gorg 
And many a cross proclaims where travellers 
Have been by avalanches done to death. 

John. I have no fear for nature's terrors, so 
I can appease the torments of mi; sonL 
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Till, At every cross, kneel dovm and expiate 
Your crime with burning penitential tears — 
And if you 'scape the perils of the pass. 
And are not whelm'd beneath the drifted snows. 
That from the frozen peaks come sweeping down, 
Youll reach the bridge that's drench'd with drizzling spray. 
Then if it give not way beneath your guilt. 
When you have left it safely in your rear. 
Before you frowns the gloomy Gate of Rocks, 
Where never sun did shine. Proceed through this. 
And you will reach a bright and gladsome vale. 
Yet must you hurry on with hasty steps, 
You must not linger in the haunts of peace. 

John. O Rudolph, Rudolph, royal grandsirel thus 
Thy grandson first sets foot within thy realms! 

Tell. Ascending still, you gain the Gollhardt's heights. 
Where are the tams, the everlasting tarns, 
That from the streams of Heaven itself are fed. 
There to the German soil you bid farewell ; 
And thence, with swift descent, another stream 
I^eads you to Italy, your promised land. 

{Rarwj des Caches sounded on Alp-horns is heard 
without. 
But I hear voices I Hence ! 

Hedw. {hurrying («). Where art thou. Tell? 

My father comes, and in exulting bands 
All the confederates approach. 

Duke John (covering himself). Woe's mel 
I dare not tarry 'mong these happy men ! 

Tell. Go, dearest wife, and give this man to eat. 
Spare not your bounty ; for his road is long. 
And one where shelter will be hard to find. 
Quick — they approach I 

Hedw. Who is he? 

Telu Do not ask I 

And when he quits you, turn your eyes away. 
So that you do not see which way he goes. 

[Duke John advances hastily towards Tell, but he 
beckons kim aside and exit. iVhen both have 
left the stage, the scene changes, and discloses in 
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